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‘A New Normal’ by Carol Lynne 


You never forget your first love, but what if your first love 
never forgot you...then orchestrated an unconventional 
reunion? 


Less than a year after the death of his wife, musician 
Charlie Foster agreed to perform at a convention in 
Albuquerque, New Mexico. He thought that getting away 
from New York for a few days would be good for him, but 
he didn’t expect to see the first person he’d ever fallen in 
love with there. 


Jake Pierson gave his heart to Charlie when he was barely 
fifteen years old. As best friends, Jake believed he and 
Charlie would be together forever, but, when Charlie took 
the easier path in life, Jake was left to deal with a future 
without the man he loved. 


Jake knew that tricking Charlie into performing at a 
conference he’d helped to organise was low-handed, but he 
had a promise to keep and a future to build. 


‘Convention Confusion’ by Amber Kell 


Dressing up as a girl can sometimes win you the man of 
your dreams. 


Billy Ferris has adored Jennvian Fellows comics since he 
read the first edition. When the chance to meet the 
illustrator comes up, he accepts his friend’s help to dress 
as his favourite character, female space pirate Kixie. 


Little does he know that Jenn not only prefers men but is 
looking for the mate of his dreams to take back to his home 
world. Will Billy be able to show his true self and capture 
the man of his not-so-pure dreams? 


‘Ninja Cupcakes’ by T.A. Chase 


Ethan’s special talents and cupcakes bring him the love of 
his life. 


Ethan Gallagher loves to bake, and his cupcakes are known 
throughout his area as being the best. When he agrees to 
do the desserts for a sci-fi convention his brother is putting 
on, Ethan gets a chance to realise his biggest fantasy. 


One of the panellists is Callum MacLaughlin, a man Ethan’s 
been lusting after since they met four years ago. Ethan 
discovers Callum will be there, and he decides it’s time to 
make his move on the astrophysicist. 


With the help of some special cupcakes, Ethan makes 
dreams come true, not only for himself but for his brother 
and best friends as well. 


‘Operation: Get Spencer’ by Jambrea Jo Jones 


Even if superpowers were real—Benjamin still might not 
get his man. 


Benjamin and Spencer are spending the day at Comic-Con. 
Spencer is a comic book geek and Benjamin would follow 
him anywhere. The only problem? Spencer thinks Benjamin 
is straight and Benjamin just realised that he is in love with 
his best friend. Is a day enough for Benjamin to convince 
Spencer that his love is more powerful than a locomotive 


and that it hit him faster than a speeding bullet? Tune in to 
find out if Benjamin saves the day. 


‘Fan-Tastic’ by Stephani Hecht 
Everybody knows the best lovers are geeks. 


It’s time again for the annual Comic Book and Horror 
Convention. Normally, Deke liked to avoid these things. 
While he may be a well-known actor, he isn’t hunky or a 
beefcake and he is always overlooked. In fact, most people 
like to call him ‘the geek of geeks’. But, the producers of 
his popular TV series don’t care and they order Deke to go. 
So, while he knows he won’t have any fun, he has no choice 
but to attend. 


Blake had harboured a crush on Deke even before he 
became famous. When he finds out that Deke will be at the 
convention, Blake knows that he has to attend as well. 
Since he is trying to promote his own comic, Blake decides 
that he can mix a little business with his fun. 


To Blake’s dismay, not only does Deke not remember him, 
but the actor refuses to believe that Blake could have any 
romantic feelings for a geek. Blake decides that he can’t let 
this opportunity slip through his fingers, though. He may 
have given up on Deke all those years ago, but not this 
time. Will Blake be able to convince Deke to give him a 
chance? Or will the final credits roll before they find love? 


‘Rough Awakening’ by Devon Rhodes 


When Mario sets out to find a roommate for the convention, 
little does he know he'll end up finding much more. 


Is there anything worse than learning you have to share a 
hotel room with your ex-boyfriend and his new love? Mario 
has to scramble to find someone else to share with and 
ends up reconnecting with a sexy acquaintance...in more 
ways than one. 


Jordan remembers Mario from two conventions ago and 
goes along with his need to find a roommate. Sparks fly 
between them from their first phone call and everything 
looks more than promising for a very memorable 
convention. 


But when two tops tango, which one is guaranteed the 
lead? It ends up being a rough awakening for one of these 
alpha athletes... 


A NEW NORMAL 


Carol Lynne 


Dedication 


For Ethan, Theresa, Damon and J.P, thank you for making 
the hundreds of hours spent organizing GRL worth it. I love 
you all and couldn’t imagine working with a better group of 

people. 


And for my dear friend William Neale. We miss you and 
always will. 


Trademarks Acknowledgement 


The author acknowledges the trademarked status and 
trademark owners of the following wordmarks mentioned 
in this work of fiction: 
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New York Mets: Sterling Mets, L.P. 

Hard Rock Café Hotel and Casino: Hard Rock Café 
International, Inc. 

Forget You: Cee Lo Green 

Friends in Low Places: Garth Brooks 

Suburban: General Motors 


Chapter One 


Charlie Foster loosened his tie as the plane took off. 
He hated flying almost as much as he hated being shoved 
into a seat made for a small child. Why didn’t airlines 
understand that grown men were also forced to fly on 
occasion? 

With a sigh of resignation, he closed his eyes in an 
effort to escape pleasant banter with the older woman 
seated next to him. It had been a mistake to take the piano 
gig. What the hell had he been thinking? Travelling across 
the country less than a year after Jen’s death just to play at 
some convention was stupid, even if he was doing it as a 
favour to his manager. 

He often wondered how different his life would’ve 
turned out if he hadn’t met Jen in college. It had been a 
confusing time, and falling in love with Jen had brought a 
sense of peace to his life—so much so he hadn’t regretted a 
moment of their time together. 

“Can I get you something to drink?” 

Charlie opened his eyes and stared up at the 
attendant. “I’m fine, thanks.” The conversation over, 
Charlie went back to feigning sleep, only to be nudged by 
the bony elbow of the woman next to him. 

“I’ve been admiring your wedding ring. Is that a 
thistle?” 


Charlie stared at the ring he couldn’t bring himself to 
take off. “Yeah. My wife was obsessed with that Outlander 
series. It was her idea.” 

The woman’s face lit up. “Oh, Jamie and Claire,” the 
woman practically swooned, clutching her hands over her 
heart. “How sweet of you to indulge your wife like that.” 

“I would’ve done anything for her,” he mumbled. 
Shame threatened to consume him as it did every time he 
thought of the woman he’d lost. He’d spent eight years with 
Jen, six of them married, but one drunken night with his 
best friend had destroyed the husband he’d thought himself 
to be. 

“Excuse me.” Charlie unbuckled his seatbelt and 
walked to the front restroom. He closed and locked the 
door before turning to lean against the sink. Jen’s mom had 
been in town to help during the second round of 
chemotherapy, and, for some reason, Charlie had let them 
convince him to get out of the house for a few hours. Jen 
had been the one to call Jake and had set up the outing, 
just one more thing for Charlie to feel guilty about. 

It had started innocently enough, a Mets game 
followed by a trip to the bar where they’d done most of 
their drinking in college. It was easy to fall back into the 
camaraderie he’d once shared with his childhood friend. As 
the evening and the number of drinks progressed, Charlie 
had asked Jake the one question that had been on his mind 
since the day he’d announced his engagement to Jen. “Why 
didn’t you fight for me?” 


Charlie bit his bottom lip as he recalled Jake’s honest 
answer. “Because I knew how much you wanted a normal 
life,” Jake had whispered. 

Normal. Charlie’s marriage had been anything but 
normal. Although the love he’d felt for Jen had been real, 
for the majority of their marriage they’d lived more like 
brother and sister than husband and wife. Sex every few 
weeks seemed to be enough for both of them. He’d enjoyed 
the partnership in their daily lives more than the fucking, 
and Charlie had always sensed Jen felt the same. It wasn’t 
that he was repulsed by the female body—before he’d met 
Jen, he’d simply preferred a man’s hard body, Jake’s hard 
body to be precise. 

A knock sounded against the flimsy folding door. “Are 
you all right, sir?” a female voice asked. 

No, Charlie said to himself. “TIl be right out.” 

Pulling several paper towels out of the dispenser, 
Charlie wet them and wiped the sticky sweat from his face. 
Why his guilt and shame always presented itself in the form 
of sweat, he’d never understand, but he’d started carrying 
linen handkerchiefs in his pocket on a daily basis since he’d 
begged Jake to fuck him in the back of his Suburban nearly 
seventeen months earlier. 

Charlie stuffed the paper towels into the trash bin and 
opened the door. “Excuse me,” he said to the worried- 
looking flight attendant. “Nerves.” 

The attendant’s features softened. “No problem.” 

Charlie was grateful to see his seatmate sound asleep 
upon his return. He eased down and quietly buckled his 


seatbelt without disturbing the slumbering woman. Closing 
his own eyes, he tried to put thoughts of Jen and Jake out of 
his mind as he concentrated on the performance the 
following night. 

It wasn’t until recently that he’d decided to give up his 
nine-to-five job and follow his dream of being a full-time 
musician. Jen had always encouraged him to take the leap, 
but it hadn’t seemed practical with a wife to support. Jen 
had been an artist, an excellent one, whose paintings had 
graced some of the best galleries in New York. 
Unfortunately, health insurance hadn’t come with Jen’s 
particular job description. Because Jen’s talent with a paint 
brush had far outweighed Charlie’s skills behind a piano 
with a microphone in front of him, he’d given up his own 
dream to help her fulfil hers, and he didn’t regret a single 
moment of it. 

After Jen had lost her battle with ovarian cancer, 
Charlie hadn’t felt like doing anything for months. He’d 
quit the job he’d hated and had retreated into a pit of his 
own digging. After three months of ignoring phone calls 
and the occasional knock on the door, he’d called Max, an 
agent he’d used several times in the past, and had spoken 
to him about getting some gigs in and around New York 
City. 

So what am I doing on a plane to Albuquerque, fucking 
New Mexico? A favour, he answered himself. Max had 
worked hard lining up performances, and, when he’d 
begged Charlie to take the job in Albuquerque as a favour, 
Charlie hadn’t been able to say no. He hoped that the 


organisers knew he wasn’t planning to socialise with the 
attendees. His job was to play the piano and sing, nothing 
more. Sure, he’d throw in the occasional sing-along and 
witty banter that most people expected, but he refused to 
mingle, favour or not. 


* K kK x 


Jake Pierson, known to his readers as Cole Austin, 
paced back and forth across the lobby of the Hard Rock 
Hotel and Casino. He’d wanted nothing more than to pick 
Charlie up at the airport, but he knew it would make it far 
too easy for Charlie to hop on the next available flight back 
to New York. 

“Is he here yet?” Natalie Beckman, a fellow organiser, 
asked. 

“Not yet, but his plane’s landed, so he should be here 
any minute.” Jake accepted the understanding pat on the 
back Natalie gave him with a half-smile. Although they 
usually only communicated online, Natalie was the closest 
he had to a best friend since he’d screwed up his 
relationship with Charlie. 

“It'll work out.” Natalie stood on her tiptoes and kissed 
him on the cheek. 

“Spoken like a true optimist,” he replied. 

“No, spoken like a true romance writer. If I didn’t 
believe everyone deserved a happily ever after, I’d be 
writing YA for the big bucks.” 


Jake couldn’t help but chuckle. It was an on-going 
discussion between him and Natalie. Her children 
continued to urge her towards the more respectable 
business of young adult publishing, but Nat loved gay 
erotic romance and refused to give in to her kids’ pleas. He, 
on the other hand, couldn’t imagine writing anything but 
the genre he loved. Each book, each word, was a love letter 
to the man he thought he’d never be able to call his own. Of 
course, the characters’ names changed, but he always 
envisioned Charlie when he wrote the smaller, leaner 
characters his readers seemed to love. He wondered if they 
ever noticed that most of his love interests had black hair, 
slightly longer than it should be, and big blue eyes. 

Natalie’s jaw dropped and Jake took a deep breath. 
“He’s here, isn’t he?” 

Nat nodded. “Let’s put it this way, if I were ever going 
to write a story about someone I knew, the guy who just 
walked in would be him.” She returned her attention to 
Jake. “No wonder you’ve never been able to get over him.” 

Jake didn’t need to turn around to know exactly what 
Natalie saw. No doubt Charlie had on a suit, something he 
tended to wear because he believed it made him look 
broader in the shoulders and chest. Of course, in reality, it 
usually made him look like he’d broken into his dad’s 
closet, but Jake had never had the heart to tell his best 
friend that. 

“Shit, he’s spotted you,” she whispered. 

“Is his face turning red?” Jake was expecting to deal 
with Charlie’s anger, the man was known for having a hair 


trigger when it came to his emotions. 

“Something like that.” She took a step back. “Should I 
duck and cover or just get the hell out of here?” 

“The second option would probably be safer.” He gave 
Nat a reassuring smile. “I’ll be okay. I asked for it, after 
all.” 

“I’ve got my cell if you need me,” she said before 
dashing off. 

Jake turned to face the man he’d loved since he was a 
gangly teenager. “Hey.” 

“What the fuck is going on?” Charlie asked between 
clenched jaws. 

“Can we talk somewhere more private?” Jake held his 
clipboard down in front of his hardening cock. He hadn’t 
anticipated his body’s reaction to Charlie in such a public 
place. 

Charlie studied the lobby around him. Jake followed 
suit, noticing the small groups of people gathered around 
the two main seating areas, all laughing and catching up on 
the latest gossip in blogland. 

“What kind of convention is this? Max told me it was 
for romance writers and readers, but something tells me 
I’ve been duped.” 

“No, you haven’t. We’re authors, publishers and 
readers of gay erotic romance.” 

Charlie’s black eyebrows drew together. “Since when 
did you start reading stuff like that?” 

“I discovered the genre shortly after you...” Jake bit 
back the rest of the sentence. “About six years ago. But I 


don’t just read it anymore, I write it. Actually, I’m one of 
the organisers of QER.” 

Charlie’s eyes narrowed. “So you’re the one 
responsible for bringing me here,” he accused. “Well, I 
won’t do it.” 

“You signed a contract,” Jake reminded Charlie. 

Tears filled Charlie’s eyes as a thin layer of sweat 
broke out on his forehead. “Why’re you doing this to me?” 

Jake didn’t answer right away. He knew that tricking 
Charlie had been a shitty thing to do, but he’d been given 
little choice. The small scented stationery tucked safely 
inside his wallet was a constant reminder of everything 
he’d promised. “Because I still love you,” he finally 
admitted. “And because you wouldn’t answer any of my 
calls.” 

“Me refusing to answer your calls should’ve been a 
hint that I don’t want anything to do with you, and if you 
ever again tell me you love me IIll break your fucking 
nose.” 

Since Jake had never been fond of the overly long nose 
that came with his Russian heritage, he shrugged. “I’ll take 
my chances.” 

Charlie continued to stare up at Jake. “I’ll play your 
stupid party, but you stay the hell away from me.” He 
grabbed the handle on his small rolling suitcase and 
headed towards the front desk. 

Jake grinned as Charlie stormed away in a huff. It had 
gone much better than he’d expected. Perhaps there was 
still hope? 


Chapter Two 


After dumping his suitcase in his room, Charlie went in 
search of two things—a drink and a pack of cigarettes. He’d 
quit smoking years earlier but no longer felt he had 
anything to lose by starting back up. 

The last thing Charlie wanted was to run into Jake 
again, so he headed towards the smoky casino. There was 
no way in the world Mr Health Nut would follow him into 
the bowels of sin and drink with the haze of tobacco smoke 
hanging in the air. 

A nearby vending machine provided the cigarettes and 
a lounge area built in the centre of the casino would soon 
provide the drink. “Beer,” he ordered, taking a seat at the 
bar. 

He tore off the cellophane and pulled out a cigarette, 
taking the time to smell the tightly wrapped tobacco. I’ve 
missed you. Charlie would’ve kissed the damn thing if he’d 
been alone. “Do you have any matches?” 

The bartender set down his beer before reaching 
behind the bar to retrieve a pack of matches. “You know 
you don’t need to light that, just take a deep breath,” he 
joked. 

The tag on his shirt declared the bartender’s name to 
be Steve. “Thanks, Steve, but I’ve waited years to light up, 
and I don’t plan to be dissuaded now.” 

“You here for the convention?” 


“Yes and no. They brought me in from New York to 
entertain them tomorrow night. I stupidly came in early 
thinking it would give me a chance to relax before the 
show.” 

“But that’s not the case?” 

“Hardly. I found out an ex-friend of mine is the one 
who hired me.” Charlie shook his head. “It was all a ruse to 
get me here.” 

“Sounds like this ex-friend of yours went to a lot of 
trouble. Evidently, he doesn’t want to be an ex anymore.” 

“Yeah, well that’s the problem. He can’t be anything 
but an ex, but he can’t seem to get that through his big, 
gorgeous head.” 

Steve grinned. “Oh, so it’s that kind of friend.” 

Charlie refused to set his glass down until it was 
empty. He pushed it towards Steve. “Another, please.” 

Steve stepped away long enough to refill Charlie’s 
glass. “I married an ex-girlfriend so I know it’s possible to 
find love the second time around. Maybe you should give 
this guy a chance.” 

“I lost my wife less than a year ago, so I’m far from 
being ready to date anyone, especially Jake.” Charlie finally 
took the time to light his cigarette. Inhaling deeply, he 
closed his eyes as the smoke filled his lungs. Maybe if he 
smoked enough he wouldn’t have to worry about Jake or 
anyone else trying to drag him back into the dating pool. 

The phone in his pocket began to vibrate against his 
thigh, pulling him away from the temporary euphoria the 


cigarette provided. One glance at the display set Charlie off 
again. “You’re fired.” 

“No, I’m not,” Max argued. “Since you’re obviously 
angry because you’ve had a fight with Jake, I’m guessing 
I’m the only friend you have left.” 

“That’s so not true.” Charlie grinned at Steve. 
“Actually, I’ve already found a new best friend and he 
doesn’t resemble either you or Jake, so fuck off.” He hung 
up and turned off his phone. 

“Harsh.” Steve shook his head and set another beer in 
front of Charlie. 

“Yeah, but he’ll get over it. I’ve fired Max several times 
in the last month, but he never stays away.” 

“He one of your exes, too?” 

“Max? Hardly. He’s heterosexual to the bone.” Charlie 
blew smoke into the air before taking a sip of beer. He 
tipped his glass towards Steve. “Like you.” 

“But not you.” Steve rested his elbow on the bar. “Why 
is that? Why play with something you already have?” 

“You a homophobe, Steve?” 

“Not at all,” Steve answered. He didn’t appear to be 
bothered by the question. “I just never understood it. I 
mean, women are so soft and they smell good.” His eyelids 
fluttered and closed as he inhaled, only to snap open as a 
cough exploded from his mouth. “Well, you know what I 
mean.” 

Charlie nodded. “Women are definitely soft, but then 
so are kittens, and, to be perfectly honest, they excite me 
about as much.” 


“I thought you said you were married.” 

“I did.” Charlie glanced around. “Don’t you have other 
customers to take care of or something?” 

Steve glanced over his shoulder. “Sheila will take care 
of them. Besides, I thought I was your new best friend.” 

Charlie groaned and rested his forehead on the bar. 
When it dawned on him how many germs likely lived on the 
surface, he sat back up and stared at Steve. “My sex life 
with Jen was less than stellar, but we made it work.” 

Steve snorted. “Maybe it worked for you, but I doubt 
she’d have agreed.” 

Charlie shook his head. “Nope, that’s where you’re 
wrong. We loved each other, and I’m sure, if she’d have 
wanted more than I gave, she definitely would’ve let me 
know.” 

Steve’s expression said it all. Fine, the man didn’t 
believe him, but Charlie had known Jen better than anyone, 
and she definitely would’ve said something if she’d needed 
more sex. Dwelling on it wouldn’t solve anything but drive 
him deeper into depression. “She’s dead, so it’s not like I 
can go ask her.” 

“Figured I’d find you here.” Jake sat on the stool next 
to Charlie and rested his elbow on the bar. “Are you ready 
to talk?” 

Charlie stared at his childhood friend and lit another 
cigarette, knowing Jake would disapprove. “I’m a little busy 
talking to Steve.” 

Jake glanced up at the bartender. “Double shot of 
Scotch,” he ordered. 


Steve stared at Jake for several moments. “I take it 
you’re the ex.” 

Jake grinned. “Good to know you’ve been talking about 
me, Charlie.” 

“Bitching about you is more like it.” Charlie stubbed 
out his unsmoked cigarette. He dug his wallet out of his 
back pocket and set two bills in front of Steve. “Thanks for 
the talk.” 

“Running away?” Jake asked. 

Charlie stood and shook his head. Since spotting Jake 
in the hotel lobby, he’d known the moment would come 
when he’d have to face his past. “What’s the point? You'll 
just track me down again. But if we’re gonna have this out, 
I’d rather not do it in the middle of a damn casino.” 


Jake caught up with Charlie before he made it out of 
the casino. He wiped his palms on his jeans, suddenly 
nervous at the prospect of confessing everything. “We can 
go upstairs or outside.” 

Charlie’s pace faltered before he continued. “Outside.” 

Jake led the way to the spa jar an unusual 
architectural feature in the hotel grounds. The waterfall 
flowing from the high ceiling would muffle their voices 
enough to keep eavesdroppers out of their conversation. 
With hundreds of authors and readers exploring the hotel, 
a certain amount of privacy was imperative. 

Upon entering the rusted steel structure, Jake was 
stopped by an author who published with the same house 
that he did. 


“Great hotel,” Roan commented, snapping pictures of 
the waterfall. 

“Yeah,” Jake agreed. Afraid that he’d lose Charlie any 
moment, Jake leaned towards Roan. “Would you mind 
leaving us alone for a few minutes? Ill catch up with you 
later and buy you a drink.” 

Roan glanced at Charlie and grinned, no doubt 
believing Jake wanted a private moment alone with his 
lover. “Sure thing.” 

“Thanks.” Jake didn’t bother to correct Roan’s obvious 
assumption. He’d do whatever it took to get rid of his 
online friend and on to the discussion he’d been waiting 
years for. 

After Roan left, Jake gestured to a lounge chair. “You 
want to sit down?” 

Charlie shook his head. “I’m okay right here.” He 
crossed his arms in front of his chest. “Why’d you trick me 
into coming here?” 

Jake took a deep breath. “I didn’t have a choice. We 
need to talk.” 

“Why? What’s the point?” 

Despite Charlie’s refusal to sit, Jake made himself 
comfortable on one of the chairs. He wasn’t trying to look 
like a smart-ass, but he had to do something to keep 
himself from reaching for the man he loved. “You’re my 
best friend,” he finally said. “Do you have any idea how 
much it hurt when I got that phone call from your dad 
asking me not to come to Jen’s funeral?” 


Jake rubbed his chest. The bone-deep hurt of that day 
continued to haunt his every waking moment. He’d written 
three entire books while mired in the pain of his best 
friend’s rebuff. Readers and reviewers seemed to eat them 
up, but Jake knew the books were nothing but raw 
emotions strung together. He’d hoped getting his feelings 
out in story form would help, but god damn it, it hadn’t 
done shit but remind him of what he’d lost nearly two years 
earlier. 

“I wasn’t ready to see you.” Charlie shook his head. “It 
wouldn’t have been right to have you there, not with Jen...” 

“I loved her, too.” Jake scooted to the end of the 
Chaise. “You wouldn’t even have met her if it hadn’t been 
for me, yet you didn’t think I deserved to say goodbye?” 

“You fucked me behind her back!” Charlie screamed, 
his words echoing throughout the garlic-shaped structure. 

“Whatever you need to tell yourself,” Jake mumbled. It 
wasn’t the first time since their night together that he’d 
been accused of leading Charlie astray. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” 

Jake stood and took a step towards Charlie. “You came 
to my house that night looking for something you’ve tried 
to deny since you decided to fall in love with Jen. I know it, 
and, deep down, you know it. I didn’t just fuck you that 
night—we made love for the first time in a long time.” He 
reached out and cupped Charlie’s cheek. “And it was good.” 

Charlie closed his eyes. “I was married.” 

“You were trying to be something you weren’t. You 
loved Jen, no one can ever doubt that, but there’s more to 


marriage than friendship, Charlie.” Jake had a lot more that 
he wanted to say, but Charlie looked like he was starting to 
shut down again. “I still love you the way you need to be 
loved, and I’ll be here when you’re ready to admit that to 
yourself.” 

“It’s not normal.” Charlie opened his eyes and pulled 
away from Jake’s touch. “I almost lost my parents because 
of what we did. They’ve forgiven me.” He shook his head. “I 
like going out in public without people staring at me.” 

“Do those people you seem to care so much about 
follow you home and hold you when you’ve had a bad day?” 

Charlie held up his hands. “I’m not having this 
conversation again. It didn’t work seven years ago and it’s 
not gonna work now.” 

Before Jake could say anything more, Charlie rushed 
out of the spa. 

“Shit.” 


Chapter Three 


Charlie woke early after a restless night. He’d been so 
upset after the talk with Jake that he’d skipped dinner, and 
his stomach had been protesting the decision since three 
that morning. 

Without bothering to shower, Charlie brushed and 
pulled his hair back into a short ponytail. He threw on a 
pair of jeans and a T-shirt he’d had since his college days 
and left the room in search of food to settle his stomach. 

As he rode the glass elevator down to the lobby, the 
garlic-shaped spa came into view. He turned his back on 
the reminder of his conversation with Jake the previous day 
and waited for the doors to open. 

The first restaurant off the elevator was a big buffet 
place. Remembering how much Jake loved a buffet, Charlie 
quickly moved on. Unless he spent the rest of the weekend 
in his room, he’d eventually run into Jake, but hopefully not 
before a good breakfast. 

“Just one,” he told the hostess at the next restaurant. 

“Are you here with the retreat? There’s a large group 
behind the partition,” she informed him. 

“Thank you, but I’d rather eat alone.” 

After a sympathetic smile, the hostess led Charlie to a 
small table on the opposite side of the partition. “Will this 
be okay?” 


“Sure. Thanks.” Charlie sat down and turned his coffee 
cup over. 

“Great. I’ll send someone right over to take your 
order.” 

Left alone, Charlie heard a familiar chuckle from the 
other side of the screen. Shit. He started to signal for the 
server, but lowered his hand when he caught a snippet of 
the conversation. 

“Cole, please tell me you’re going to write a sequel to 
Cody and Jason’s story,” someone said. 

“Maybe eventually,” Jake answered, all traces of his 
good mood gone. “It’s too early to tell.” 

“A New Normal is my favourite of all your books, even 
if it was only a HFN story.” 

HFN? Cole? Charlie sat back while a server poured 
coffee into his cup. He looked up at the young woman. “Can 
I get a big plate of scrambled eggs, bacon and hash 
browns?” 

“Sure. You want toast with that?” 

“Do you have rye?” Charlie reached for two packets of 
sugar and tore the tops off. 

“I think so,” she answered. 

Charlie nodded. “Okay, rye if you have it. If not, forget 
it.” He waited until she’d left before pulling the phone out 
of his front pocket. After making sure he had a decent 
signal, Charlie typed, “What does HFN mean?” 

He was surprised when the answer to his question 
appeared at the top of the page. “Happy For Now,” he 
whispered to himself, reading the phrase. Next he typed in 


the title he’d overheard, A New Normal. He found a link 
that directed him to Cole Austin’s website. 

Shocked at the numerous books Jake had published, 
Charlie quickly found the story he’d been searching for. He 
read the short blurb under the cover before turning his 
phone off. Not sure whether to be sad or angry, he took a 
sip of his coffee and tried to figure out why Jake would’ve 
written a story so closely related to their own. How could 
Jake lay their painful past out there for anyone to read? 

“Excuse me,” Jake said from the other side of the 
partition. He blew by Charlie without acknowledging him 
and rushed from the restaurant. 

“What did I say?” someone asked. 

“You shouldn’t have asked about a sequel,” a woman 
replied. 

“Why?” 

“Because it’s as close to an autobiography as he’ll ever 
write. It’s the reason he had to take those months off a 
while back. Writing it nearly destroyed him.” 

“Shit. I feel terrible. Should I go check on him?” the 
stranger asked. 

“When he gets like that, it’s best to just leave him 
alone,” the woman said. 

Staring at his cup of coffee, Charlie knew what he 
needed to do. He stood and rounded the partition. “Excuse 
me, but could one of you tell me where I can buy that book 
you were talking about?” 

The same middle-aged woman Charlie had seen talking 
to Jake the day before stood. “Leave me your room number, 


and I’ll find a copy and have it sent up.” The woman’s 
expression said it all. She knew exactly who Charlie was 
and his connection to the book. 

“Thank you, I’d appreciate that.” Charlie nodded in 
acknowledgment to the others at the table before going 
back to his own. The server arrived moments later with his 
breakfast, but he’d already lost the ravenous appetite he’d 
had earlier. 

Knowing he needed to eat something, Charlie quickly 
made a scrambled egg and bacon sandwich with the rye 
toast he’d received. He forced each bite down, digging his 
wallet out of his pocket as he swallowed the last of it. 

Charlie paid the bill and left a nice tip on the table 
before going in search of Jake. 


* kK OK xK 


After running out of the restaurant like a complete 
wuss, Jake escaped to the small boardroom that the 
organisers had been given as a home base. Collapsing into 
one of the comfortable leather chairs, he pulled out his 
phone and sent Charlie a text. ‘R U awake?’ 

A few moments later, he received a reply. ‘Yes. Where 
R U? 

Jake was shocked at the question. The previous day 
Charlie hadn’t been able to get away from him fast enough. 
Now he wanted to know his location. ‘Boardroom off the 
convention hall.’ He stared at his phone, hoping to receive 


an answer, desperately praying Charlie wasn’t scurrying in 
the opposite direction. ‘Please,’ he begged. 

Someone tried to open the locked door, pulling Jake’s 
attention away from his phone. “Just a minute.” He rose 
and opened the door, elated to see Charlie’s handsome 
face. “Hey,” he said, trying to play it cool. 

“Can I talk to you?” 

Jake stepped back, allowing Charlie entrance. “As long 
as you didn’t come to tell me you’re not performing 
tonight.” 

Instead of sitting, Charlie rested his hands on the high 
back of one of the chairs. “I was in the restaurant.” He 
bowed his head and closed his eyes. “That book you were 
talking about is about us, isn’t it?” 

A sense of guilt threatened to swallow Jake whole as 
he nodded. “Yes.” Since the day he’d finished the book, 
he’d prayed Charlie wouldn’t find out about it. He’d already 
told himself he would pull it from the virtual shelves as 
soon as his contract with the publisher had expired. “I was 
so hurt, and I didn’t have anyone to talk to about it at the 
time.” He took a deep breath, trying in vain to calm his 
racing heart. “So, I poured my love for you into a story that 
I had control over.” 

Charlie opened his eyes and turned to stare at Jake. 
“Did you write it before or after we spent the night 
together?” 

Jake moved closer to Charlie. The betrayal his actions 
had caused were clearly etched in Charlie’s expression. “I 


started it before, but put it away. After that incredible 
night, I dug it back out again.” 

“And how did you plan to explain it to Jen if she’d ever 
found out about it?” 

The time had come for Jake to confess everything. His 
hands began to shake as he reached for his wallet. The 
letter from Jen had opened his eyes to her marriage. He’d 
carried the damn thing around since the day he’d opened 
it, trying desperately to figure out how to share its contents 
with the man he loved. 

Jake withdrew the letter he’d memorised long ago. “I 
received this two months before Jen died.” 


* kK OK OK 


After excusing himself to his hotel room, Charlie lay on 
the bed with a copy of A New Normal at his side, a single 
Sheet of the stationery he’d given Jen for her twenty- 
seventh birthday clutched in his hand. 

The moment Jake had produced the piece of paper 
Charlie had known he’d failed to keep his betrayal from his 
wife. He brought the letter to his nose and inhaled, the 
subtle scent of lilac still clinging to the lavender-coloured 
page. “I’m sorry, Jen,” he whispered. 

It took another twenty minutes for him to work up the 
courage to unfold the letter. He stared at the date, written 
in Jen’s unique script, so small he’d always accused her of 
being afraid to waste paper. It was a date he’d never forget, 
the day she’d told him about her cancer. 


Charlie remembered Jake’s words when he’d handed it 
over. According to Jake, he’d received it shortly before Jen’s 
death, so why had she held on to it for so long? He dried 
the tears from his eyes and tried to focus on the body of the 
letter. 

My dearest Jake, 

I miss you. I know why you haven't been around lately, 
and I hope this reaches you before it’s too late. Charlie is 
full of optimism at this stage in my chemo, but I know I’m 
merely buying more time to be with him. The cancer may 
not take me tomorrow, but it will eventually. There are so 
many things I need to do to prepare Charlie for the day 
when I’m tired of fighting, but I know I also need to 
prepare you for what comes after I’m gone. 

First and foremost, I need you to understand how 
much I love my husband. Charlie is the kindest, sweetest 
man I’ve ever known, and I couldn’t have asked for a 
better more attentive husband. With that said, I know I 
can’t leave this world without confessing the awful truth of 
what I’ve done to him. 

Charlie dropped the letter to his chest without reading 
further. He covered his face with his hands and rubbed at 
his weeping eyes. Jen had always been perfect in his mind. 
What could she have possibly done that would prompt her 
to write such a letter and why would she confess to Jake 
and not him? He picked up the letter once again, unsure if 
he was ready to face the truth, knowing he had to know the 
whole story. 


I won't go into details, but I had a brief affair with one 
of my father’s friends. I was fourteen, he was thirty-seven. I 
take responsibility for what I did even though I was too 
young to make the decisions that I did. You know my family, 
so hopefully you can understand how much I craved 
physical love and attention. I foolishly believed Bill could 
give me that, but I soon discovered I was nothing but a 
sexual plaything for a middle-aged man. I’ve never spoken 
to anyone about that time in my life, but it’s important that 
you know why I cheated you out of the life you deserved. 

Shortly after meeting you and Charlie, I found myself 
drawn to the gentle way Charlie touched you. It seemed he 
was always reaching for your hand or brushing your back 
in a tender display of affection. I’d never known a man like 
him, and I’m ashamed to say that I began to covet what you 
had. I started subtly pointing out to Charlie the way people 
looked at him when the three of us were out together. Once 
he was sufficiently paranoid, I told him he could pretend to 
be with me instead of you because that wouldn’t draw 
anyone’s attention. I even convinced him to take me home 
with him for his sister’s wedding, knowing he also wanted 
the approval of his family. 

My plan worked and Charlie soon began to think of me 
as his security blanket against the stares and cruel words 
he’d been subjected to for so long. We slowly fell in love, 
and I have absolutely no doubt that his feelings for me were 
and still are real. I told him, since we loved each other, it 
only made sense to get married, so he could live the life 
everyone expected of him. Yes, I felt guilty because I saw 


what our relationship did to you, but I convinced myself it 
was the best thing for all of us. I knew you’d move on and 
find someone else, and Charlie and I could live the normal 
life we both craved. 

Charlie convinced himself that holding on to you as a 
best friend would be enough for him, and I wanted to 
believe him. Sex was never a driving force in our 
relationship so the infrequency of our lovemaking was 
never a problem. I was content to be held and doted upon 
the way Charlie did, so it worked for me. 

It wasn’t until the two of you stayed out all night that I 
realised the relationship we have isn’t enough for him. 
Although I can tell he’s struggling with the guilt of what the 
two of you did together, I also see changes in him. I’ve put 
off telling him about my cancer, but I’m afraid of losing 
him, so I plan to break the news to him this evening. My 
hope is that he’ll stay, but I know I’m once again being 
selfish. 

Now that I’ve confessed everything, I’m not sure 
whether or not to even send this letter to you. Maybe 
putting my guilt on paper was all I needed. 

The letter abruptly ended with Jen’s signature, but a 
postscript at the bottom of the back of the page was dated 
almost eight months later. 

There’s little else that can be done for me, so the time 
has come for me to mail this off. Please don’t hate me, but 
I’m begging you to give me the rest of my time with Charlie 
before you run to him. He'll need you—he’s not as strong as 


some people think. Tell him I love him, and that it’s time he 
found a new normal with you. 

Charlie stared at the page until the words were too 
blurry to read. Stunned, he rolled to his side and released 
the scented page, allowing it to float to the floor. 


* kK kK xK 


yw 


“There you are.” Natalie rushed over and grabbed 
Jake’s forearm. “The  party’s starting without 
entertainment.” 

Jake glanced around. “Have you tried calling his 
room?” 

Natalie nodded. “I even went upstairs and knocked on 
his door. Please tell me you didn’t run him off.” 

The idea of Charlie leaving without a goodbye spurned 
Jake into action. “Tl find him.” He pulled out his key card 
as he ran to the elevator. He’d purposely booked Charlie’s 
suite on the same floor as his, but, even better, he’d 
reserved an adjoining room. 

After a quick ride up to the top floor, Jake entered his 
suite and knocked on the door to Charlie’s room. “Charlie,” 
he called. “Charlie, the party’s started.” 

Crying from the other side of the door told Jake what 
he needed to know. He rested his forehead against the 
painted wood and held the knob in his hand. “I’m sorry. I 
probably shouldn’t have kept that letter from you for so 
long, but it wasn’t something I wanted to mail and you 
wouldn’t talk to me.” 


Jake heard the lock disengage moments before the 
door opened. Eyes red and swollen, Charlie looked like he’d 
been through hell. “You okay?” Jake asked. 

Charlie shook his head. “I’ve been reading your book, 
but I didn’t want to stop until I finished it.” He took a step 
back and ran a hand through his dishevelled hair. “I can be 
ready in five minutes.” 

Deciding to give Charlie some time to get himself 
together, he nodded and started to shut the door. 

“I loved it,” Charlie said in a voice so soft Jake barely 
heard it. 

Pulling the door back open, Jake stepped inside 
Charlie’s room. “Really?” 

With his back to Jake, Charlie took off his shirt and 
pulled another from its hanger. “I’m not sure how I feel 
about what Jen did yet, but I know that’s between me and 
her.” He looked over his shoulder. “But I’m sorry I pushed 
you away like I did.” 

More than anything, Jake wanted to wrap Charlie in 
his arms and tell him that all was forgiven, but he knew it 
was important for Charlie to make the first move. He stood 
in the doorway, his hands clenched into fists and silently 
begged for a sign. “Are you still pushing me away?” he 
finally asked. 

Charlie finished buttoning his white dress shirt before 
turning to face Jake. “Why did you dedicate your book to 
Jen? Surely you hated her for what she’d done.” 

Jake slowly shook his head in denial. “I could never 
hate her.” He gave into his desire and reached for Charlie’s 


hand. “I was mad at first, but how could I possibly stay that 
way when I know she did what she did out of love for you. 
Whatever you do, never doubt that.” 

It was stretching the truth a bit, but Charlie didn’t 
need to know how angry he’d been with Jen after receiving 
the letter. There was no need to tell him of the heated 
phone call he’d exchanged with a dying woman or his 
declaration to her that she didn’t deserve a man like 
Charlie. 

“I’m trying to be understanding. I mean, Jen’s not here 
to defend herself, but, damn it, how can she claim to love 
me? She tricked me into marrying her.” 

Charlie started to pull his hand away, but Jake held on. 
What he was about to say would probably be hard for 
Charlie to hear, and Jake needed the connection. “There’s 
no way in hell I’ll stand here and defend what she did, but 
you need to take responsibility for your part of it. You 
wanted what she was selling and you bought it because 
being perceived as normal was more important to you than 
I was.” 

Jake kissed the back of Charlie’s hand before releasing 
it. Since receiving Jen’s letter, he’d been unable to put his 
feelings into words but he just had. As much as he wanted a 
life with Charlie, being made to feel less than normal 
wasn’t an option. He’d built a life for himself that embraced 
who he was. He’d made friends with people who accepted 
him, cared for him. “I need to go downstairs. Are you 
ready?” 


“What just happened?” Charlie asked as he brushed 
his hair. 

“A moment of clarity, I guess.” He leant down until his 
lips were almost touching Charlie’s. “I love you, never 
stopped, but you’ll never be able to accept us until you 
accept yourself.” 


Chapter Four 


Charlie entered the convention hall and was 
immediately drawn to the room at the end. A few people 
were standing in groups outside the open door, but the 
party seemed to be happening inside, without him. 

The sound of someone playing a bad rendition of 
Forget You by Cee Lo Green caught his attention. The 
singing crowd didn’t seem to mind the lack of skill coming 
from the fingers of the woman behind the piano. What the 
hell do they need me for? 

A smiling man wrapped his arm around Charlie’s neck. 
“I love this song, especially when I’m free to sing the R- 
rated version,” he shouted. 

Charlie nodded and tried to slide out of the man’s 
reach. “I guess I’d better get up there and earn my money.” 

The man thumped him on the shoulder. “You’re the 
piano guy they flew in from New York?” 

“That’s me.” Charlie hoped the admission would get 
him out of the man’s reach without permanent injury. 

“We’ve been waiting for you. I hope you don’t mind, 
but C.L. decided to warm up the crowd. Who knew she 
could play as well as she could write man on man sex.” 

Charlie did a double take at the woman behind the 
piano. She looked like a soccer mom. “She writes gay sex? 
But she’s a woman.” 


“Yep.” The stranger waved his arms around. “Hell, 
most of the women here either write or read gay erotic 
romance.” 

“And that doesn’t bother you?” Charlie asked. 

“Just the opposite, actually. The first year I came to 
one of these, I thought it would be weird to be around so 
many straight women, but it took all of five minutes to 
realise I was surrounded by people who accepted me. I’ve 
been coming ever since.” 

Charlie scanned the room, his gaze landing on Jake. 
Singing right along with the others, Jake looked happier 
than he’d seen him in years. “I’d better get up there. 
Thanks for the talk.” 

“Sure. Play Friends in Low Places and I’ll buy you a 
drink.” 

Charlie laughed. “I may just take you up on that offer. 
What’s your name?” 

“Toby.” 

“T’ll dedicate it to you, Toby.” Charlie caught Jake’s 
attention and gestured to the stage. 

Jake nodded and went to stand beside the piano, 
allowing C.L. to finish her song before taking the 
microphone from the stand. “That was fun. Thanks, C.L.” 

The author stood and took a dramatic bow, prompting 
another round of applause from the crowd. “Anytime, Cole.” 

Cole. Charlie needed to remember to address Jake as 
his pseudonym. He stepped up on the small riser and 
waited to be introduced. 


“I'd like to introduce a very talented man who, despite 
everything, also happens to be my best friend. Please help 
me welcome Charlie Foster, the most talented piano man in 
New York City, to our group.” 

The room erupted in whistles and applause as Charlie 
took the microphone from Jake. “Wow, what a warm 
welcome. Thanks, everyone.” He smiled at Jake before 
moving to sit behind the grand piano. “Before I get started, 
I’d like to thank the organisers for introducing me to this 
wonderful event.” 

Charlie took a deep breath. After Jake had left the 
hotel room, he’d taken a moment to analyse everything 
Jake had said, and, although he wasn’t ready to stand up to 
his parents yet, a roomful of friendly faces was a good 
place to start. 

“As a gay man, I’ve been a failure.” The room quieted 
immediately at the statement. “I allowed what others 
thought of me to guide my choices in life instead of 
allowing myself to follow my heart. But living someone 
else’s life almost cost me the love of my best friend. Ja— 
Cole, stole my heart when we were teenagers, and, so far, 
he’s refused to give it back. Despite everything I’ve done in 
the past, he still loves me.” Charlie stared down at Jake, 
who was seated towards the front. “At least I hope he 
does?” 

“He does,” Jake replied, loud enough for everyone in 
the room to hear. 

Charlie sighed into the microphone. “I was hoping 
you’d say that.” Making a public declaration wasn’t 


something Charlie had thought he’d ever do, but he had a 
lot to make up for. “I’m through hiding who I really am, and 
I’ll do everything in my power to make it up to you. I love 
you, Jake, and Ill be yours forever if you’ll have me.” 

Jake stood and walked towards the stage. “I will.” 

The entire room of attendees began clapping as 
Charlie stood. “Kiss. Kiss,” they began chanting. 

“You really serious about this? Because I can 
guarantee this’ll end up on someone’s blog.” Jake wrapped 
his arms around Charlie. 

Charlie pressed against Jake, feeling the rigid length 
of Jake’s cock. “I’m serious. I was wrong. You and everyone 
else here have shown me that normal is defined by who you 
choose to surround yourself with, not what strangers on the 
street think.” 

Jake lowered his head and sealed his lips over 
Charlie’s as the crowd continued to whoop it up. Charlie 
opened to Jake’s kiss, blocking out everyone but the man in 
his arms and the thick cock pressing against him. Breaking 
the kiss, he whispered in Jake’s ear. “I should’ve said all 
that at the end of the performance instead of the 
beginning.” 

“Why’s that?” Jake licked Charlie’s bottom lip. 

“Because now I’m horny as hell, but we have a roomful 
of people looking at us, expecting to be entertained.” 

Jake chuckled. “I have a feeling they’re being 
entertained just fine.” 

Charlie turned to peek at the crowd. All eyes stared 
back at him. “Shit, you’re right. I don’t think I’m 


comfortable with this.” 

“C.L., would you mind playing another few songs while 
I welcome Charlie back into my life?” Jake asked loud 
enough for the author to hear him. 

“Not at all. I know enough for around twenty minutes. 
Will that be enough time?” C.L. took her seat behind the 
piano and grinned at Jake and Charlie. 

“Should be.” Jake winked. “It’s been a long time.” 


* xK K OK 


After recruiting a fellow author to guard the men’s 
room door, Jake pulled Charlie inside. “Fuck, I want you.” 

Charlie pushed Jake’s T-shirt up. “God, Jake, do you 
have any idea how many times I’ve dreamed about this 
chest?” 

Jake reached between them and started to unbuckle 
Charlie’s belt. “Writing and lifting weights are all I’ve had 
to keep my mind off you.” He moaned as Charlie began to 
lick and suck at his small pebbled nipples. “You’re killing 
me.” Shit. Jake bit his tongue, hoping the unintentional 
remark wouldn’t ruin the mood. 

Charlie unzipped Jake’s jeans and reached inside to 
wrap his hand around Jake’s cock. “Wait, there’s more.” 
Charlie sank to his knees, taking Jake’s jeans and 
underwear with him. 

Jake braced his hands against the restroom vanity as 
Charlie’s lips surrounded the head of his dick. Staring 
down at the erotic tableau, Jake couldn’t help but 


remember the first blow job Charlie had given him. “Do you 
remember that time in your tree house?” 

Without releasing the cock in his mouth, Charlie 
grinned up at Jake, letting him know without words that he 
did indeed remember. “Back then, I couldn’t imagine 
anything else ever feeling so good.” Jake brushed Charlie’s 
hair away from his face. “It’s the same thing running 
through my head right now.” 

For the first time since he started, Charlie pulled away 
enough to talk. “Just wait till later when you’re buried in 
my ass.” He’d barely taken Jake back between his lips, 
when Jake’s control slipped. The climax took Jake by 
surprise, but it wasn’t unwelcomed. They only had a few 
minutes remaining and no supplies to do anything but get 
each other off in whatever way t felt good. 

Charlie cleaned Jake’s shaft thoroughly before 
standing up to share the flavour of Jake’s cum with him in 
an all-consuming kiss. Jake moaned at the taste of his seed 
mixed with Charlie’s spit. The organisers had hired Charlie 
for a three-hour show with two twenty-minute breaks at his 
discretion, which meant they had a hell of a long night 
ahead of them. 

With Charlie’s belt already unfastened, Jake had easy 
access. “Mouth or hand?” 

“Both. Kiss me.” 

Pleased at the request, Jake put every ounce of stored 
passion into each swipe of his tongue as it explored the 
interior of Charlie’s mouth. He kept his hands busy cupping 
Charlie’s heavy balls and slowly jacking Charlie’s cock. Jake 


rubbed his thumb over the crown, pressing against the 
leaking slit. 

Breaking the kiss, Jake gathered a dollop of pre-cum 
on his finger and stuck it in his mouth. Fuck, it had been 
too long since he’d tasted Charlie’s essence. In their 
younger years, the two of them couldn’t be alone for ten 
minutes without one of them giving the other head. It 
wasn’t until they’d left their hometown and had moved two 
hundred miles to attend the same college that Charlie had 
started to worry about what others thought. If Jake had had 
his way, they’d still be playing in the tree house Charlie’s 
dad had built. Before Charlie cared who disapproved of 
him... Before Jen. 

Jake pushed all thoughts of Jen from his mind and 
withdrew his finger from his mouth. Maintaining eye 
contact, he took a step back and knelt in front of Charlie. 
“Please.” He doubted a simple word had ever meant so 
much. 

Charlie cupped Jake’s cheek in his hand and nodded. “I 
won’t last.” 

“I don’t care. I just need to taste you.” Jake glanced at 
the engorged head of Charlie’s dick, the thin skin stretched 
taut. As he watched, pre-cum dripped from the slit and 
crested the head to run down the length of Charlie’s prick. 
“Beautiful,” Jake whispered. He gave in to his needs and 
circled the crown with his tongue, taking the time to 
appreciate Charlie’s bitter taste. 

Charlie gave a gentle thrust of his hips, silently 
begging for more. 


Jake wrapped his hand around the base of the hard rod 
and took the head into his mouth. The silky skin felt like 
heaven against his tongue, reminding him of how fragile 
Charlie was, how vulnerable they both were. It wouldn’t be 
easy to put the heartache and manipulation behind them, 
but fighting for a future was more important than anything 
that had happened in the past. 

Pumping Charlie’s cock, Jake eased the length as far 
down his throat as he could take it without gagging. He 
eased off before repeating the process. His efforts quickly 
paid off when the first shot of seed hit the back of his 
throat. Jake stared up at Charlie, watching the man he 
loved. 

Charlie growled with his release, eventually opening 
his eyes to gaze back at Jake. “Love you,” he mouthed as he 
rode out his orgasm. 

Jake cleaned Charlie thoroughly before pulling his 
dress slacks and underwear back into place. He left the belt 
for Charlie to take care of as he righted his own clothes. 
Both fully dressed, Jake leant down for another deep kiss. 
“Ready for more catcalls?” 

Charlie chuckled and rolled his eyes. “I’ve never been 
around people like that.” 

“I know. That’s why they’re so special.” 


Epilogue 


Two years later 


Charlie stood in the back of the room as Jake read a 
passage from their collaborative sequel to A New Normal, 
titled A Normal Truth. The annual gathering of gay erotic 
romance authors, publishers and readers was in full swing 
and Charlie had never felt so welcome. 

After their public declaration of love two years earlier, 
Charlie and Jake had taken a few months to explore their 
rekindled relationship. It soon became apparent that, 
although they were no longer the carefree teenagers they’d 
once been, their love for each other had endured. 

Bloggers, review sites and readers seemed desperate 
to know the full extent of their relationship. The similarities 
between the real story and the book Jake had written 
almost four years earlier were quickly rooted out, and 
rumours began to spread like wildfire. 

Because Charlie had made the mistake of using his 
real name on the billing of the piano party, his marriage to 
Jen had been uncovered as well as numerous other 
personal details he’d have rather left private. A few 
bloggers, who were less than gay-friendly, had wasted no 
time theorising that Jen had been the victim. They pointed 
to passages in Jake’s original story as proof that Jake had 
ruined Charlie’s marriage even before Jen’s death. 


Fed up with the mean-spirited posts, Charlie had gone 
online and tried to defend the man he loved. The result was 
a mix of support and hate mail. While the gay-friendly 
community tried to rally around Charlie and Jake, Charlie’s 
comments had only served to fuel the fire of those who 
were hell-bent on serving the couple up on a silver platter 
as a warning to others. 

The sequel to A New Normal had been Charlie’s idea. 
Although he’d known they didn’t owe anyone an 
explanation, reading the hurtful words of bitter doubters 
had really affected him. Charlie had urged Jake to fight 
back with the truth. Initially, Jake had argued that it wasn’t 
anyone’s business, but, when Jake’s morals had come under 
attack, he’d relented. Jake’s only stipulation had been that 
they wrote the book together, laying out as much as they 
both cared to share with the rest of the world. 

The result had far surpassed anything they had hoped 
to accomplish. After reading their story for the first time 
from beginning to end, Charlie and Jake had agreed that it 
had been the right thing to do. Charlie had admitted to his 
own guilt in allowing Jen to manipulate him into a marriage 
of social acceptance, while posthumously forgiving Jen for 
her part in keeping Jake and Charlie apart. He’d found it 
was easier to read the heartfelt words when they were 
attached to characters with different names. 

The reading ended and the room erupted in a loud 
round of applause. It had been their wish to save the 
release of the sequel for the retreat. The plan was to give 
away a copy of the book to every attendee at the book 


signing later that day. To say Charlie was nervous would be 
a huge understatement, but the crowd’s reaction to the 
short reading had helped settle his stomach to some extent. 

As the room began to empty, several people stopped to 
either shake Charlie’s hand or give him a supportive pat on 
the back. Natalie, who had read the book, surprised Charlie 
with a hug. “It’s a beautiful story.” 

“Thank you.” Charlie hugged her back. In the past 
year, he’d learnt the importance of trustworthy online 
friends, and Natalie definitely fit into that category. 

“Hey.” 

Charlie broke away from Natalie and smiled at Jake. 
“You did great.” 

Jake brushed Charlie’s cheek with a gentle kiss. “We 
have time for a nap before the signing. Interested?” 

Charlie wrapped his arms around Jake’s waist. “How 
could I possibly turn down an invitation to get into bed with 
you?” 

Natalie groaned. “I’ll leave you two love birds to it. I 
hear there’s a big barbecue out on the lawn.” 

“Have fun,” Charlie said to Natalie as she left the 
meeting room. 

“You, too,” she answered with a wave. 

“Oh, I’m sure of it.” Jake bent and gave Charlie a deep 
kiss. 


* xK OK K 


After having his body thoroughly licked, Jake pulled 
Charlie back up and into his arms. “Much more of that and 
we really will be taking an early nap.” 

Charlie straddled Jake, aligning the crack of his ass 
with Jake’s cock. “About what you said earlier... I don’t 
think you should stop writing.” 

It was a conversation Jake knew they needed to have, 
but the feel of Charlie’s ass sliding back and forth against 
his erection was hard to ignore. He reached for the travel- 
sized bottle of lube and poured a good amount into his 
palm. 

A dance they had enjoyed many times over, Charlie 
moved to give Jake room. Taking advantage of Charlie’s 
new position, Jake circled Charlie’s puckered hole with his 
lubed fingers, delving inside to prepare his lover’s body. 
After their rigorous lovemaking session earlier, it didn’t 
take long to get Charlie ready. 

With an impish grin, Charlie reached back and guided 
Jake’s cock to his hole. “We’re having this discussion 
whether you want to or not. Those people downstairs will 
be devastated when they find out you’ve written your last 
story.” 

Jake held his tongue until Charlie was fully seated on 
his prick. Staring up into the eyes of the man who had 
returned to his world, Jake shook his head. “I started 
writing because it made me feel better about myself. I’d 
lost you to Jen and didn’t have a clue what to do with my 
life.” He settled his hands on Charlie’s hips. “And it worked. 
I don’t know how or why it happened, but something in my 


writing seemed to touch people. Instead of having you, I 
suddenly had people emailing me, telling me how much 
they enjoyed my stories.” 

Charlie started to move up and down on Jake’s cock. 
“So why give it up?” 

“Things have changed. Suddenly it’s not about how a 
story makes someone feel anymore. If I learned anything 
over the past year, it’s that people want to dissect each 
sentence, looking for errors.” Jake shook his head. “It’s 
almost like they want me to fail, and that makes me feel 
like shit. Why would I subject myself to something like that 
willingly?” 

Charlie stopped moving. “Because there are people 
downstairs who love what you do. Remember them, the 
ones who came to your defence when all those het bitches 
tried to make us into some kind of twisted joke? They were 
there for you, for us. Write for them. Cancel your social 
media accounts if that’s what it takes, but don’t stop 
putting your heart into words.” 

Jake wrapped his arms around Charlie’s waist and 
rolled over, putting himself on top. “TIl think about it, but, 
for now, can we please stop talking.” He softened his words 
with a soft kiss as he adjusted Charlie’s legs higher around 
his back. “We only have a little over an hour before the 
book signing, and, given time to recover, I hope to feel you 
inside me before we have to go downstairs.” 

Charlie’s black eyebrows rose. “You’re insatiable.” 

Jake nodded in acknowledgement. “True.” He smiled 
before sealing his mouth over Charlie’s. Driving deep and 


hard into Charlie’s ass, he mimicked the move with his 
tongue, focusing all his love into the kiss. 

With each thrust, Charlie’s warmth surrounded him, 
threatening his control. He pulled out of the kiss and 
touched his forehead to Charlie’s. “I love you.” 

Charlie squeezed Jake’s ass. “I love you, too. Now fuck 
me, you sentimental fool.” 


* kK xK x 


By the time Charlie and Jake had showered and made 
it downstairs, the signing had already started. “I’m in deep 
shit,” Jake mumbled. As an organiser, he should’ve been 
more responsible, and he knew it. “Sorry,” he told Natalie, 
who was busy guarding the boxes of books. 

Natalie shook her finger at both of them before 
gracing them with one of her signature grins. “Anticipation 
is good for people. Makes them appreciate something 
more.” 

Jake began to stack books onto the table. “I just hope 
they like it as much as you did.” 

“They will, I promise,” Natalie replied. “Nothing is 
more romantic than a true story of losing a love only to find 
him again.” 

Before Jake could say anything, Charlie spoke up. “Our 
love was never lost, just waiting for the sequel.” 

“Amen,” Jake proclaimed. 


About the Author 


An avid reader for years, one day Carol Lynne 
decided to write her own brand of erotic romance. 
Carol juggles between being a full-time mother and a 
full-time writer. These days, you can usually find 
Carol either cleaning jelly out of the carpet or nestled 
in her favourite chair writing steamy love scenes. 








Email: carol@carol-lynne.net 


Also by Carol Lynne 


Karaoke at the Tumbleweed 
Joey's First Time 
Between Two Lovers 
Corporate Passion 
Sunset Ridge 
Broken Colour 
Campus Cravings: Coach 
Campus Cravings: Side-Lined 
Campus Cravings: Sacking the Quarterback 
Campus Cravings: Off-Season 
Campus Cravings: Forbidden Freshman 
Campus Cravings: Broken Pottery 
Campus Cravings: In Bear’s Bed 
Campus Cravings: Office Advances 
Campus Cravings: A Biker’s Vow 
Campus Cravings: Hershie’s Kiss 
Campus Cravings: Theron’s Return 
Campus Cravings: Live for Today 
Campus Cravings: Incoming Freshman 
Campus Cravings: A Lesson Learned 
Campus Cravings: Locky in Love 
Good Time Boys: Sonny’s Salvation 








E aan ee 





/ : Cattle Valley- Mistletoe 


Cattle ae. Reci e for Lov 
Cattle Valley: Firehouse Hee 
Cattle Val Neil’s Guardian E 

ttle Valley: Scarred 

Cattle Valley: Makin Making- the Grade 

a PE To Servi vice anc ect 
Cattle Valley: The ien 














4K on q 
E r in Love: Brier’s Bargain 


Bodyguards in Love: Seb’s Surrender 
Bodyguards in Love: I Love Rock N Roll 
Bodyguards in Love: Seducing the Sheik 

Bodyguards in Love: To Bed a King 
Neo’s Realm: Liquid Crimson 
Neo’s Realm: Blood Trinity 
Neo’s Realm: Crimson Moon 
Seasons of Love: Spring 
Seasons of Love: Summer 
Seasons of Love: Fall 
Seasons of Love: Winter 
Brookside Athletic Club: I'll Stand By You 
Fabulous Brits: Moor Love 
Naughty Nooners: Dalton’s Awakening 
Gaymes: Highland Gaymes 


Carol loves to hear from readers. You can find her 
contact information, website and author biography at 


http://www.total-e-bound.com. 


CONVENTION CONFUSION 


Amber Kell 


Dedication 


Thanks to my fans for reading the weird things I think up. 


Chapter One 


“Are you sure I need this much makeup?” Billy Ferris 
asked. 

Cathy Adams rolled her eyes as she slicked on another 
layer of eyeshadow across Billy’s lids. “Like I told you 
before, if you want to look like Kixie you need thick 
makeup.” 

Billy squinted at her through the thick mascara. “I 
think you just like to put makeup on me.” 

“If you don’t want to look convincing for the 
conference or when you meet Jenn...” She let the words 
hang in the air. 

Rolling his eyes, Billy settled back into the desk chair 
they’d pulled from the hotel room’s living area into the 
bathroom. He had worked hard to make his costume 
perfect. He adored the new Space Girl series and the 
leader in the comic, Kixie Spacefarer, looked almost exactly 
like Billy in drag. Of course, Cathy would’ve been the first 
one to notice and insist on dressing him just like Kixie once 
they’d announced the creator of Space Girl would be at the 
Sci Fi convention. Billy had a major crush on Jennvian 
Fellows, the comic’s creator and now executive producer of 
the television show. 

“You’re going to look so great he’ll think you’re his 
dream come true.” Cathy smiled as she continued to add 
more makeup. “To get you perfect I need to make your eyes 


look bigger and I can only do that with more eyeliner than 
any self-respecting prostitute would wear.” 

Billy’s stomach had = aggressive, dive-bombing 
butterflies and he kept swallowing to hold back his urge to 
hurl the powdered donut he’d eaten earlier. Damn those 
Sugary carbs. 

“Thanks for helping, Cath.” As much as he bitched 
about the thigh-high latex boots and the tight corset top, he 
wouldn’t have been able to do it without his friend helping 
out. 

“No problem, honey, you helped me get Gil’s attention 
last year, the least I can do is return the favour.” 

Billy didn’t know how much of a good thing setting her 
up with Gil had turned out to be. The guy could be a major 
butt wipe if he didn’t get his way. The only reason Cathy 
could help Billy get ready was because Gil had an out-of- 
town business trip. 

He wisely kept his opinion to himself, not wanting to 
endanger their friendship by sharing his views of Gil with 
his love-struck friend. 

“Anyway, I do appreciate it.” 

Cathy swiped a line of lip gloss across his lips. “You’re 
welcome, hon. There! All done. Go look.” 

Stepping away to let Billy stand up, Cathy all but 
bounced as she waited for his reaction. Billy gave her an 
indulgent smile as he stood up to get a better look in the 
bathroom mirror. 

“Oh, wow!” With the black bustier, flirty multi-coloured 
skirt and black boots he looked exactly like his favourite 


space pirate. The long black wig completely covered his 
blond locks. “I make a hot girl.” 

“You look great.” Cathy gave him two thumbs up. 
“Now let’s go and find you a prince charming.” 

Billy rolled his eyes. “I’m not going to troll for dick 
dressed as a girl. I’d more than likely get my ass kicked by 
some Neanderthal hetero who finds my man bits an 
unwelcome surprise. I just want to meet Jenn and get his 
autograph.” He knew that his obsession was a bit extreme, 
but ever since he’d seen the man’s picture in a comic 
article he’d dreamed of meeting him. Not just quick 
daydreams either, but long, brightly coloured fantasies. 

Cathy broke into Billy’s musings, “Okay I can 
understand that. Be careful when we go to the signing. You 
could probably pick up any number of geeks in that getup. 
Pll watch your back as much as I can.” 

“Deal.” Billy didn’t come to the conference to have sex. 
He came to escape his gruelling job as a public defender 
and wallow in the fantastical world of science fiction and 
those who adored it. His new favourite character was the 
pirate girl Kixie, and although he enjoyed being a man, he 
didn’t fight too hard when Cathy came up with the idea of 
dressing him in drag. She said she was dying to get him out 
of his tattered T-shirts and faded jeans. 

This was definitely a change from his usual outfits. 
Feeling the breeze waft up his skirt made Billy finally 
understand the appeal of kilts. Maybe next year he’d come 
as an Scottish laird or something. 

“Let’s go see some sights,” Cathy piped up. 


“Sounds good.” 

He’d brought Cathy not only to have her keep him 
company, but to get her out of the house, where she’d been 
pining for Gil. Billy had never met a man worth pining over 
and he doubted he would tonight. Instead, he hoped to 
have a great time with a good friend and get signatures 
from some of his favourite authors and science fiction 
actors. 

Cathy checked the time on her phone. “Shoot, we 
spent too much time primping. Jenn is only going to be at 
the signing for another twenty minutes.” 

Panic doubled Billy’s heartbeat. He couldn’t miss 
Jenn’s signing. He rushed along, despite the high-heeled 
boots. 

“We'd better hurry.” Billy had been a fan of Jenn’s 
since he’d read the first edition of Space Time Lovers. The 
storyline about the pirate girl matching up men from 
different planets to their true mate grabbed his heart each 
edition, not to mention other parts of his anatomy. 

They followed the signs leading to the main conference 
hall. 

Cathy suddenly squealed, endangering  Billy’s 
eardrums. 

“What?” 

“There he is!” Cathy started jumping up and down 
and, considering she wore tiny stiletto heels and an equally 
tiny silver dress, Billy worried one of the two items would 
break under the strain. 


He clamped a hand on her shoulder to still her 
bouncing before she popped out of the dress top. “Where?” 

“There!” She pointed to a man sitting at the front of a 
long line of people waiting for a signature. As they 
watched, one person, wearing a black shirt that read ‘staff’, 
cordoned off the end of the line. 

“Nooo!” Billy shouted. 

They rushed over to the man. 

He looked up. “Sorry, no more in line.” 

“Oh, please!” Cathy pleaded, using the full affect of 
her bright blue eyes. “Me and my friend have waited so 
long to meet him. We’re sorry we're late.” 

The man started shaking his head, but when he turned 
to Billy he stopped and stared. 

“Please,” Billy urged. He kept his voice pitched higher 
than normal, in keeping with his outfit. 

The man took in Billy’s costume and shook his head. 
“It would be a shame after all your work.” He glanced 
around. “Okay, but don’t let anyone know I let you in.” 

“We won't,” Billy and Cathy said together. 

They scurried through as soon as the man lifted the 
rope. He gave Billy the once over as Billy headed for the 
end of the line. “You look great, babe,” he murmured. Billy 
figured it was the man’s ’hit on women’ voice. 

“Um, thanks.” Billy scurried past quickly, grabbing one 
of the comics on the table they had for sale. He saw that 
Cathy had grabbed one too. In their rush to reach the 
signing they’d both forgotten to bring their own copies. 


Cathy stood in front of him, making comments about 
other people’s costumes while they waited. Some people 
obviously sank a lot of time and in some cases, a lot of 
money into their outfits. One woman barely wore enough 
clothes to be decent, but what she did have on appeared to 
be hand stitched leather. Even her custom-made boots 
covered more than the scrap of materials she had criss- 
crossing her body. Her companion’s clothes were latex and 
fit him so tightly they might affect his sperm production for 
years to come. 

After several minutes in line they reached the cashier. 
They purchased their volumes from a tired looking helper 
and waited impatiently to meet Jenn in person. 


Jenn nodded politely to the plain-faced kid as he 
handed back the signed comic. The disguise as a graphic 
novelist had done its duty but it was time to return home... 
empty-handed. Both of his brothers had returned from their 
pilgrimages with new technologies, knowledge and in the 
case of Jelliv, a wife. Jenn had nothing to bring home except 
a collection of published works and a sore hand from 
signing. His family would appreciate his efforts but he 
knew that they fell short of what was expected of him. After 
tonight he was giving up. Time to return home and settle 
into life as the crown prince. Alone. Depressed, Jenn 
propped his chin on his hand and sank into his gloom. 

He’d love to find a mate like his older brother had, a 
person to bring fresh ideas and genetics to the family. If 
only he could find someone. 


“I’m a big fan of your work.” The breathy voice had 
him looking up into the face of a pretty blonde dressed in a 
gquestionably appropriate silver dress. 

“Thank you,” he replied, automatically accepting the 
comic she held out. He damn well almost dropped it when 
she scooted to the side and presented the woman beside 
her. “This is my friend Billy.” 

“Nice to meet you,” Jenn said, clearing his throat. He 
quickly scrawled his signature across the blonde’s book and 
shoved it at her. His entire focus was on the lady in the hot 
bustier with long black hair. Her blue-green gaze pierced 
him from beneath brightly covered lids. 

Sexy. 

Jenn shook his head, trying to clear out the idea from 
his mind. It must be because she looked like Kixie. Since he 
lived with the woman in his head he decided it was the 
shock of seeing a real-life walking Kixie that triggered the 
attraction. He’d never found women sexually attractive 
before and he was a little old to decide to bed one now. 

“I love your work,” she said, handing over a copy of 
Jenn’s latest book. 

Jenn brushed his fingers against Billy’s. His hand 
tingled from the contact, and heat burned through his body. 

Mate! 

His inner voice whispered the news to him, sending 
shock waves through his system. 

No! How could his mate be a woman? 

Despite his reservations he stood up and kissed the 
back of Billy’s hand. “I’m very happy to meet you.” 


A quick glance showed that they were the last two in 
line. “It looks like I’m wrapping up for the evening. Can I 
take you two ladies to dinner?” He pulled out the manners 
that his mother and several tutors worked hard to instil in 
him. 

An attractive blush crossed Billy’s cheeks. “I...I’d love 
to.” 

“I can’t. I have a lecture I need to go to.” The blonde 
rushed to say. 

Jenn made a polite murmur of protest, but he could see 
from the expression in her eyes, she knew he didn’t mean 
it. As it was, it took all his self-control not to leap over the 
table, grab Billy and drag her back to his room to claim her. 
Although he couldn’t understand his attraction to a woman, 
he also didn’t want to lose her. Ever. He wondered if Jelliv 
experienced the same thing when he met his mate. He 
made a mental note to ask him later. 

Billy’s gaze raced from her friend to Jenn and back 
again. “I...I’d love to have dinner with you.” 

Jenn wondered if Billy wore contacts to get the bright 
blue of Kixie’s eyes, or if it came naturally. 

He released Billy’s hand and cracked his knuckles. 
After hours of signing comics his hands were cramped. He 
nodded to the event coordinator who rushed to join them. 

“You did great tonight.” Candy gave him a plastic 
smile that he was pretty sure she had surgically applied. 

“Thanks.” 

She flashed Billy a less than friendly look as she asked 
Jenn. “Is there anything else I can do for you?” Candy had 


dressed as a vampire and Jenn couldn’t help but think it 
suited her. 

“No, I have a date.” He tilted his head towards Billy as 
his opinion of the coordinator dropped several notches. He 
didn’t like catty women and rudeness was never 
acceptable. Billy gave Candy a nod but didn’t say anything. 

“Well if your date doesn’t work out I'll show you 
everything you’ve been missing all this time.” 

Jenn watched with amusement as Billy grabbed her 
friend. The blonde had stepped forward as if she were 
going to punch out Candy. 

“If you have stuff to finish up I can meet you 
somewhere,” Billy offered graciously. 

Smiling, Jenn walked around the table and offered 
Billy his arm. “I’m done here.” 

After giving her friend a little shake, Billy released 
Cathy and wrapped a hand around Jenn’s biceps. 

He didn’t give Candy another glance as he left the 
room with the women. 

They entered the flow of the crowd walking down the 
hall. 

“TIl catch you later, Billy. Call me.” The blonde waved 
goodbye and was quickly swallowed by the crowd. 

Jenn took a calming breath, trying to fight back the 
wave of panic. What was he going to do now? He’d never 
even been tempted by a girl before. Boobs were baffling 
bits of fluff and she didn’t even have the fun of a penis. 
Now, a nice hard cock he knew exactly what to do with. 


Watching Billy walk gave him an idea. “Let’s go to the 
hotel restaurant. I don’t want you to have to walk too far 
with those boots.” The sexy black shoes went up to her 
thighs or at least up to the edge of her skirt. Although they 
made her legs look amazing they couldn’t have been easy 
to walk in. 

He received a blinding smile for his concern. 

“Thanks. That’s sweet of you to think of that, a lot of 
men wouldn’t.” 

Jenn didn’t want to tell Billy that his thoughts were 
anything but sweet. For the first time, Jenn wanted to have 
down and dirty sex with a woman. 


Chapter Two 


Billy sat in the booth across from Jenn. He tried to 
remember to sit up straight like a lady when all he really 
wanted to do was climb across the table, onto Jenn’s lap 
and learn exactly how the man tasted, everywhere. 

He nervously wetted his lips and almost stopped 
breathing when Jenn’s bright green eyes stripped him 
faster than a hooker with a big spender waiting. 

The waitress slapped the menus on the table, startling 
Billy and yanking his attention away from Jenn’s eyes. To 
give himself something else to focus on, Billy tried to 
decide what he wanted to eat. 

“I hear the burgers are good here,” Jenn offered. 

Billy shook his head. “I’m not a big red meat fan. | 
prefer a mostly vegetarian diet. I sometimes eat fish but 
that’s pretty much it.” Having grown up in Texas, it was 
one of the many ways he didn’t fit into his family. When 
he’d announced his preference for men he’d pretty much 
sealed his fate against seeing his family again. After a 
particularly brutal beating by his father, he’d packed his 
bag and left this family home never to return. 

“Me neither,” Jenn smiled. 

Billy basked in the glow of having something in 
common with his crush. Up close, Jenn’s beauty surpassed 
the few photos he’d seen of the comic creator. Cropped 
black hair, vivid green eyes and lips that begged to be 


bitten all combined to make Billy harder than his tiny thong 
could properly contain. Under the cover of placing his 
napkin on his lap he discreetly adjusted himself. 

Determined not to ruin his time with the man of his 
dreams, Billy planned to eat, talk, and take his pitiful ass 
back to the room he shared with Cathy. His friend would be 
disappointed that he didn’t spend the night in Jenn’s bed, 
but Billy didn’t dare take the chance of ruining his one 
evening with a man he admired. Now, when he fantasised 
about the man alone in his bed at night, he’d have more 
details to fill in. Like how his green eyes really had specks 
of gold in them and that his skin tone had a golden tint as if 
he spent a lot of time in the sun. 

“What do you do when you’re not dressing up like one 
of my comic characters, Billy?” Jenn asked, after they both 
placed orders for veggie burgers and fries. Not the most 
elegant meal but Billy was an uncomplicated person and 
wouldn’t have known what to do in a fancy restaurant, 
other than be uncomfortable. 

“I’m a public defender at the Portland Defender’s 
Association.” 

Jenn frowned as if he’d never heard of that before. 
“What does a public defender do?” 

“I represent people who can’t afford their own lawyer.” 

“Ah.” The confusion cleared from his eyes. “So you 
know all your country’s laws. Excellent.” 

Billy laughed. “Well I doubt I know all the laws but I’m 
constantly learning.” 


Jenn fidgeted with his silverware. “Do you like your 
job? Would you want to continue doing that forever?” 

“No. I mean don’t get me wrong I like fighting for 
those who can’t protect themselves, but often I have to 
defend people I’m pretty sure committed the crime. That 
always depresses me. I think I prefer to interpret the law. 
More research than courtroom drama.” 

“Good. That’s great. I mean, that you know what you 
want to do.” 

Billy shrugged. “I don’t know that I have a perfect plan 
but I am learning what areas of law I prefer over others.” 

“And your family? What do they think about this?” 

“Since they kicked me out for being gay their opinion 
doesn’t matter. My father couldn’t accept having a son who 
liked guys.” 

Crap! 

As soon as the words left Billy’s lips he slapped his 
hand over his mouth. He hadn’t ever planned to share that 
information. 

“What?” Jenn stared at him for a moment before a 
light went on in his eyes. Billy didn’t know if he should run 
for it or not when Jenn surged to his feet. 

Billy sighed and put his napkin on the table as he 
grabbed his signed comic with his other hand. He might 
have to leave now but he definitely wasn’t going to go 
without his comic. 

“What did you say?” Jenn demanded. This time his 
voice held the crack of command. 


Shaking his head Billy confessed. “I’m a guy. I dressed 
like this because Cathy talked me into it.” 

“Oh, thank the seven goddesses.” 

Seven goddesses? 

To Billy’s surprise Jenn joined Billy on his side of the 
booth. 

“I take it you aren’t mad at me?” Billy asked, hopefully. 

“I couldn’t understand why I was attracted to a 
woman,” Jenn whispered in his ear. 

Billy laughed. “Sorry. I dressed up for the conference. I 
didn’t expect to be so attracted to you.” 

The look in Jenn’s eyes told him that the illustrator 
didn’t mind Billy’s confession a bit. 

“You make a gorgeous woman but I bet you make an 
even better man.” 

Billy blushed beneath Jenn’s hot gaze. 

“After we eat would you like to go back to my room 
and get to know each other better?” 

Billy’s mouth dropped open. He shut it with a snap of 
teeth. “Um, yeah, I’d really love to.” Nowhere in his dreams 
had he imagined Jenn taking the news so well. 

When the waitress returned with their food they only 
took a few bites each, Billy knew he was too excited about 
the possibly of seeing Jenn naked to eat much. He hoped 
Jenn was having the same problem. 

As soon as Billy indicated he had finished, Jenn raised 
his hand. 

“Check,” he called to the waitress. 

Billy smiled at Jenn’s eagerness. 


They didn’t speak in the elevator. Billy kept his eyes on 
the numbers as they travelled up and up until they reached 
the penthouse suite. Jenn’s comics must be doing well if he 
could afford those kinds of digs. 

Jenn gave him a shy smile as they exited the elevator. 

“Wow.” The suite spread out in both directions, 
revealing a full living room with a grand piano. He’d never 
been in a hotel room so large before and definitely not one 
that had a giant musical instrument. 

Jenn shrugged. “My parents made the reservations. 
They’re always worried I’m slumming it or something when 
I stay in hotels.” 

“It’s nice that they care so much.” Privately he thought 
Jenn’s parents must be loaded if they were making 
penthouse reservations for their son. He couldn’t help but 
feel a little envy, since he doubted his dad would spare a 
drop of water if he was on fire. 

Jenn wrapped his arms around Billy, pulling him closer 
as if he could sense Billy’s temporary depression. No 
matter how much he wished he could get his family back, 
Billy wasn’t willing to give up on being true to himself in 
order to achieve that goal. 

“T can’t tell you how happy I am that you turned out to 
be a man,” Jenn said, officially sealing the night as Billy’s 
best one ever. 

Billy laughed in relief. “I was worried you’d be angry 
with me. Most men don’t like it when the woman they’re 
interested in turns out not to be a woman.” He’d heard 


horror stories from the few friends he had that cross- 
dressed. 

“I’m not most men.” Jenn kissed Billy, sending a slow 
burn sizzling down his spine. Despite his lean frame, Jenn 
stood a few inches taller than Billy, an excellent kissing 
height. 

Billy moaned against Jenn’s lips as the heat from 
Jenn’s hands snaked down Billy’s spine and hardened his 
cock. He’d never been the type to jump into bed with a 
stranger before, but Jenn pushed all the right buttons. 
Besides, in his dreams Jenn had already made love to him 
dozens of times. That made him almost boyfriend material 
in Billy’s quick rationalisation. Moaning, he pressed tighter 
against Jenn’s body, rubbing to get more friction. Jenn’s 
erection provided a good surface to rub against. 

“Oh, honey if you keep that up we won’t make it to the 
bed,” Jenn murmured in his ear. 

Billy pulled away slightly. “Sorry, I don’t usually have 
sex with strangers.” He gave Jenn a self-conscious smile. “It 
must be you that’s making me so slutty.” His gaze dropped 
to the floor. “And maybe the outfit.” 

Jenn laughed even as he cupped Billy’s chin and tilted 
it until their eyes met. “I don’t think you’re a slut. I just 
think you’re as attracted to me as I am to you.” 

“Yeah, Iam.” The heated stare he received reassured 
him he wasn’t alone in his need. He trembled slightly at the 
realisation that the man he crushed on found Billy equally 
attractive. 


“Now that we’ve established you’re not a cheap whore, 
can I strip off your clothes and have my wicked way with 
you?” Jenn waggled his eyebrows in an over-the-top, 
villainous manner. 

Billy nodded. “Definitely. I’d love it if you ravished 


yw 


me. 


Jenn smiled at the gorgeous human standing before 
him. The fates were smiling on him when he decided to 
create comics,—they had brought this sweet man into his 
life. 

Jenn took another kiss, pleased when Billy melted in 
his arms. The feel and taste of lip gloss against his mouth 
distracted him momentarily but, when a soft moan poured 
from Billy and vibrated Jenn’s lips, he tightened his hold. 
Lust rushed through him. He grabbed Billy’s arms and 
thrust him away as he panted and tried to calm his racing 
heart. 

“What’s wrong?” Billy asked. 

“I’m going to come if you keep that up,” he confessed. 

Billy’s soft laughter made him smile. “I’m glad I’m not 
the only one getting excited.” 

Jenn kissed Billy, hard. “You are definitely not the only 
one excited. I just don’t want the party to end before it 
even really begins.” 

Billy’s eyes sparkled with amusement. “How about we 
get naked? We can get to know each other later.” 

“Isn’t that sort of backwards?” Jenn asked. 


Billy stroked a single finger down Jenn’s chest, ending 
at his snap, which he flicked open with his finger nail. “I 
don’t think Ill be able to focus enough to talk until I get a 
chance to come.” 

“Well we wouldn’t want you not to pay attention to 
what I have to say. For the sake of open communication I’d 
better suck you off first.” 

Jenn grinned at the strangled sound Billy made as he 
unfastened the back of Billy’s skirt. He moaned as the 
garment dropped to Billy’s feet, exposing a small g-string 
that hopelessly struggled to keep everything tucked inside. 

If the world ended tomorrow he could die a happy 
man. He dropped to his knees to worship at his new altar of 
desire. With shaking hands, he pulled down the tiny strip of 
underwear to the top of Billy’s boots. “Now there’s a sight 
to keep me hard and awake at night,” Jenn murmured. He 
resisted the urge to pull out his own dick and take the edge 
off. When he came he wanted to do it while marking Billy as 
his own. 

Billy’s cock, heavy and long, bobbed at him as if 
seeking the warm confines of his mouth. 

“Please, Jenn,” Billy’s voice cracked with desire and 
Jenn was unable to resist. 

Wrapping his fist around Billy’s length, he enjoyed the 
heat and silky texture of his lover. Billy might be shorter 
than him but there definitely wasn’t anything small about 
this portion of his anatomy. 

“Maybe I should sit down for this.” 


He looked up to see Billy biting his lip as he watched 
Jenn. 

“Getting weak-kneed?” Jenn teased. 

Billy nodded. Even with all the makeup, Jenn could see 
the sharp edge of desire glowing in Billy’s eyes. 

Unable to leave his future mate suffering, Jenn stood 
up and, before Billy could say anything more, he swept Billy 
off his feet and carried him to the bedroom and dropped 
him lightly on the mattress. As a Milenian, Jenn could lift 
three times his own weight without even exercising. 

“Wow, you’re strong.” Billy’s wide-eyed expression had 
Jenn laughing again. 

“Let’s get you more comfortable.” Despite his sudden 
infatuation with them, Jenn removed Billy’s sexy boots. He 
wanted Billy to be able to wrap his legs around him when 
they made love. 

Billy sighed when the second boot came off. “Thanks, 
those things were hot.” 

“T bet.” They couldn’t be as hot as Billy at that moment 
with only a corset and absolutely nothing else covering his 
smooth body. He’d heard of earthlings that waxed but he’d 
never had the pleasure of seeing it before. Damn. He’d 
have to see if he could bring an expert to his planet. If Billy 
liked to be silky smooth all over Jenn wouldn’t argue with 
his obviously brilliant lover. 

“Sit up babe, so I can remove your top.” 

Billy complied, lifting his arms for easier removal. 
After tossing the garment over his shoulder, Jenn caught 
sight of Billy’s chest and froze. 


A firebird covered a wide portion of the left side of 
Billy’s chest, directly over his heart. 

“Don’t you like tattoos?” Billy flashed Jenn a nervous 
look from beneath his lashes. 

“No. I mean, yes. It’s beautiful.” Jenn didn’t know what 
else to say. He knew the instant attraction between them 
wasn’t normal and he’d surmised Billy might be his mate 
but to find such an obvious sign took him by surprise. The 
firebird had been his family crest for over six hundred 
years. 

Billy blushed as Jenn continued to stare. 

“May I ask why you chose a firebird?” 

“T had a dream.” 

Jenn waited but Billy didn’t offer any more details. 

“What was it about?” he prompted. 

“I was walking beside a river of pink water and a giant 
bird with flaming feathers landed before me. I remember 
feeling such a sense of peace. I wanted to keep that 
memory so I had it tattooed on my skin.” The smile told 
Jenn more than words how much the dream had meant to 
Billy. 

Perfect. The man was absolutely, positively perfect. 

“Sounds like a nice image.” Now wasn’t the time to tell 
him what the firebird meant to Jenn and his family, or that 
the pink river flowed right outside his castle home. Instead, 
Jenn planned to mark the man as his and find a way to 
convince him to return home with him. Surely, it wouldn’t 
take that much persuasion to get a human to completely 
abandon everything familiar and run off to another planet? 


He quickly squelched the inner voice that whispered that 
he was an idiot. 

“Are you going to undress?” Billy’s amused voice broke 
into his thoughts. 

“Oh, right.” He sounded like a moron, not like Billy’s 
dream man who would be worth leaving a planet for. 

He knew his smile probably looked more bashful than 
sexy as he quickly stripped off his clothes. 

“Nice.” Billy caressed Jenn’s body with his eyes, the 
stare so heated he could almost feel it as a physical touch. 
Billy’s total focus made him feel sexier than ever. He felt a 
spark tingle along his palms and he had to take several 
deep, careful breaths to push his energy back inside his 
body. Once he was certain that he had complete control, he 
climbed onto the bed to join his future mate. 

After a quick glance at Billy’s face, he wrapped his 
hand around Billy’s length and lapped at the leaking tip. 
The taste of pre-cum coated his tongue. Determined to get 
even more of Billy’s flavour, he covered the head with his 
mouth, forming a warm cocoon of suction. Billy slid his 
hands into Jenn’s hair and gripped tightly as soft whimpers 
reached his ears. He loved it when his skill was 
appreciated. 

“Oh God, yes. Just like that.” Billy’s soft ramblings 
encouraged him to continue his sucking. 

He ran one hand up Billy’s bare thigh and the other 
behind his balls to find his tight hole. 

Lube. 


Pulling off he made a soothing noise when Billy 
whimpered. “We need lube, love. I won’t enter you dry.” 

Billy released his hold on Jenn’s hair. “Good point. I 
wouldn’t like that either.” 


Billy watched his sexy date walk to the side table, 
removing a container of lube and a long string of condoms. 

“Feeling optimistic?” 

Jenn regarded the pile of rubbers for a moment. “I 
thought I was being conservative.” 

Considering there were at least six condoms in the 
pile, Billy didn’t have a response to that except—“Fuck 
me.” 

“I plan to.” Jenn began to climb on the bed, then 
faltered. “Unless you want to top.” 

Billy shook his head even as the thought of plunging 
into Jenn’s sexy ass almost made him come. “Not this time. 
rll do you next time.” He barely resisted crossing his 
fingers that there would be a next time. 

“Absolutely.” Jenn’s intent look told Billy there would 
definitely be a next time. 

Billy rolled over and climbed onto his hands and knees, 
offering his ass in an obvious invitation. From the strangled 
groan behind him, Jenn had no plans on ignoring Billy’s 
offer. 

Gentle fingers circled his hole as Jenn cautiously 
dipped inside. Billy breathed in and out to relax his body 
against the intrusion. 


“T’ve got you, honey. Next time we’ll do this face to 
face. I want to feel your legs wrapped around me.” Jenn’s 
gentle voice soothed Billy. 

Billy sighed as the heat from his lover’s body warmed 
his chilled skin. He hadn’t realised how much he’d cooled 
off until his Jenn furnace warmed him back up. 

Kisses rained on his neck, shoulders and back helped 
him relax even more 

“I’m going to give you so much pleasure,” Jenn 
promised in his ear. The rich, husky voice, filled with 
passion, fanned the flames of Billy’s desire. 

“I’m counting on it.” He pushed back against Jenn’s 
erection, showing his need. 

“Patience, we’ll get to that,” Jenn scolded. 

“Let’s get there now.” Impatiently, Billy rubbed against 
the solid length pressing into his back. He didn’t want to 
come later. He wanted to come now, preferably in the next 
few seconds. They could do slow and sweet next time. Right 
now he wanted a hard, fast pounding. 

Jenn pulled away, jerking a whimper from Billy at the 
loss. 

“Shh, I’m not going far,” he soothed. Moments later 
the fingers returned. Two, then three, fingers slipped in 
and out of Billy’s hole. “Do you belong to me?” 

Billy pushed back, impaling himself on the intruding 
digits. “Uh huh.” Hell, he’d agree to just about anything if it 
would involve Jenn fucking him into the mattress. 

“Good, because once I claim you, you’re mine.” 


Billy looked over his shoulder. The serious expression 
on Jenn’s face told Billy he really meant it. His passion- 
clouded brain tried to tell him to slow down and think over 
what he was agreeing to, but Billy’s body needed a good 
hard session of pulse-pounding sex. 

“Fuck me.” 

The smile crossing Jenn’s face could have dimmed the 
sun. 

Before Billy could offer any more encouragement, Jenn 
pushed inside. The first bite of pain brought a gasp to his 
lips, which turned into a sigh as Billy relaxed around Jenn’s 
cock. 

“Ah, there’s the spot,” Jenn’s voice deepened with 
satisfaction 

“Yes, right there,” Billy moaned. “Now do it again.” 

He barely had time to grip the sheets before Jenn 
wrapped his hands around Billy’s hips and took control. 

Propped up on his forearms, Billy tried to balance on 
his left arm and grab his cock with his right but just as he 
had a good rhythm Jenn smacked his hand away. 

“You don’t get to come until I tell you,” Jenn growled. 

“Shit.” Billy would argue with Jenn later about who 
was in charge, but right now all he could do was moan and 
grab the bedding as Jenn’s lovemaking reached a new 
intensity. Billy clenched his ass and received a smack on his 
right cheek for his efforts. 

Jenn increased his power and speed. It didn’t take very 
many strokes before Billy cried out as Jenn slid across his 
prostate with a single-minded determination. Billy lowered 


his hips so he could rub against the mattress. He needed 
something, anything against his dick. 

“Naughty boy,” Jenn scolded as he repositioned Billy 
more fully on his knees. However, he did wrap a hand 
around Billy’s cock in a firm hold. “Give it up, honey.” 

A few pumps of Jenn’s hips and Billy came all over his 
lover’s fist and the sheet below. 

Jenn’s moan of completion alerted Billy to Jenn’s 
release. 

He barely moved to the side before collapsing in a 
boneless heap. They panted as they lay on the soft sheet. 
“Housekeeping isn’t going to like us,” he remarked, looking 
at his makeup smeared across pristine white pillowcase. 

“Tl leave them a big tip,” Jenn promised. “Besides this 
is my last night here.” 

A hollow sensation carved out of his chest. “Oh.” 

Jenn pulled Billy closer. “I’m hoping you'll come visit 
me.” 

“Do you live close to here?” 

“No, but I’d like you to come anyway.” 

Hope fluttered like a baby bird in Billy’s chest. 
“Really?” 

“Yes,” Jenn’s firm answer told Billy that it wasn’t an 
impulse to invite him to visit. Jenn really wanted to see him 
again. Another kiss from Jenn followed him into sleep. 


Chapter Three 


Jenn woke up with a warm body cuddled beside him 
and the scent of sex in the air. Blinking for a bit, he smiled 
at the gorgeous sight of Billy sleeping. 

“You are mine now,” he whispered. Maybe it would 
sink into Billy’s consciousness while he slept. 

A soft ringing made Billy’s eyes open. Jenn watched in 
amusement as Billy’s hand fumbled on the nightstand, only 
to knock over the stack of condoms. They’d only got around 
to using three of them. Jenn’s body ached all over but he 
couldn’t stop the smile on his face. 

“Where’s my phone?” Billy’s sleep-roughened voice 
broke through Jenn’s musing. 

“Good question,” Jenn answered with amusement. 

Billy lifted his head, his tangled blond hair standing up 
in all directions, as he blinked and peered around the room. 
“There’s a pocket in my skirt,” he muttered. 

“TIl get it.” Jenn slid out of bed, and after a moment’s 
search, retrieved Billy’s phone. It stopped ringing before he 
reached the sleepy man. He bit back a smile as he saw 
Billy’s eye makeup had smeared across his face. He looked 
more like a psychedelic raccoon than a man. 

Billy glanced at the display and put the phone on the 
side table. “It’s just Cathy checking up on me.” 

“Ah, she’s a good friend,” Jenn hazarded a guess. 


“Yeah, she is.” Billy blinked again, then his eyes 
snapped into focus as he admired the naked man in his bed. 
“But I can think of other things I’d rather pay attention to.” 

“Yeah?” Jenn couldn’t stop the smile crossing his lips. 

“Mmhmm, absolutely. Let me go to the bathroom first, 
then I’ll show you.” 

Jenn nodded but didn’t say anything else. He watched 
Billy’s gorgeous ass as he walked across the room. The 
door closed behind Billy. Jenn waited for a moment. 

“Crap!” 

Billy must’ve caught his reflection in the mirror. 
Laughing, Jenn fell back onto the bed. 

Billy emerged from the bathroom with blond hair and a 
face more beautiful than any man had the right to be. 

“T like you much better without makeup or the wig,” 
Jenn said as Billy reached the bed. 

Billy gave him a wry smile, rubbing his head. “My 
scalp itches. I can’t believe I forgot to take it off last night.” 

“We were more interested on getting you out of other 
things,” Jenn reminded him. 

“That’s true.” The annoyed expression vanished from 
Billy’s face. 

“Your eyes really are that colour.” When he’d 
envisioned Kixie he’d never thought her eyes could exist in 
real life. 

Billy crawled across the covers to where Jenn lay on 
the bed. He trailed his warm lips across Jenn’s neck. Huh? 
—He never knew about the connection between neck and 
crotch before. Or maybe it was just the combination of Billy 


and any part of his body that had his cock leaping to 
attention and waving as if trying to catch Billy’s attention. 

“Look what I found,” Billy wrapped his long fingers 
around Jenn’s shaft, pulling a whimper from his chest. 

“Good find.” Jenn arched his back, searching for more 
contact. Billy scooted until he sat with his legs on either 
side of Jenn’s body and they were face to face. Billy leaned 
closer until their hard cocks were trapped between them. 

“T thought so,” Billy murmured against Jenn’s neck. A 
sharp bite on his nape, a lick at his ear and the tug of teeth 
on his lobe combined to drive Jenn to the edge. 

Billy tightened his grip as he dragged his fist up and 
down Jenn’s shaft. Lubricated with pre-cum it took only a 
few pumps before Jenn came, arching his back and 
shouting out his orgasm to the ceiling, as liquid pulsed 
across his stomach, thighs and Billy’s hand. 

When he finally came back down from his orgasmic 
high he blinked for a moment to adjust his vision again. “I 
don’t think I’ve ever come that hard from a simple hand 
job.” 

Jenn’s chest vibrated from Billy’s laughter. “There’s 
nothing simple about my touch,” Billy whispered in Jenn’s 
ear. 

This new, confident man sent shivers of desire up and 
down Jenn’s back. He could easily see the future as a bright 
and wonderful place with Billy by his side. 

The hard rod pressing against his stomach told Jenn 
that he had something else to do before he snuggled back 
under the covers. 


Rolling Billy to the side, Jenn moved until he was even 
with Billy’s cock. Without warning, he took Billy all the way 
in before sliding back up and only taking the tip of Billy’s 
cock into his mouth. 

“Oh, That’s it honey, suck me,” Billy growled. 

Jenn pulled off to tease his lover. “Wake up bossy, don’t 
you?” 

“Yep.” 

Jenn wrapped his hand over the shaft and lapped at 
Billy’s tip like a kitten seeking its favourite milk. He could 
easily become addicted to the flavour. 

Billy clutched the edge of the mattress in a white- 
knuckled grip. “Yeah, just like that,” he encouraged. He 
prised one hand off the sheet to sink his fingers into Jenn’s 
hair. 

Jenn groaned. Good thing he’d already come, because 
a strong, commanding man holding him down while fucking 
his mouth would’ve set him off without any other touch. 

Relaxing his throat to allow Billy deeper inside, he 
swallowed around Billy’s length. He didn’t have a gag 
reflex like humans, so Billy could go deeper in him than 
with any other lover. Jenn hummed while he sucked. 

“Oh fuck. I’m coming.” Billy’s grip tightened in Jenn’s 
hair. He couldn’t tell if it was to hold him or to pull him off 
but he clung to Billy’s thighs and accepted his lover’s cum 
when it spurted down his throat. 

After he’d made certain to get every last drop, Jenn 
carefully slid off his lover’s cock. 

Billy groaned. “I think you drained me.” 


Jenn laughed. “I’m pretty sure I did.” 

He lifted Billy, turned him and slid him further up on 
the bed. 

“You’re much stronger than you look.” Billy blinked up 
at him in surprise. 

“Yes, I am.” Not willing to go into why at that time, he 
snuggled up to Billy, ready to go back to sleep. 

Billy’s phone rang again. With a sigh he snatched it off 
the side table. “What?” 

Jenn could hear a woman’s voice speaking on the other 
end but couldn’t make out the words. 

“I’m busy right now, Cathy.” A pause as he listened. 
“Yes, I’m having sex. Now stop calling unless the hotel 
catches on fire. I’ll meet you for lunch later.” 

After a few more goodbyes, Billy hung up. 

Jenn wrapped his right leg across Billy’s legs and his 
arm around his waist. “She’s protective of you.” 

“Yeah. We’ve been friends forever.” Billy yawned and 
snuggled back against him. “She was there when I didn’t 
have anyone else.” 

Damn. Jenn’s heart skipped a beat as he realised Billy 
might not be so willing to leave someone he loved behind. 
His new love’s deep roots on Earth might prevent him from 
wanting to leave the planet. 

Billy traced a finger down Jenn’s face. “You’re so 
gorgeous. I’m glad you let me spend the night.” 

That sounded too final to Jenn. His spirits sank faster 
than a downed spacecraft. He pulled Billy tightly against 


his chest. “I don’t want it to end here. Will you come home 
with me?” 

Tilting his head back so he could meet Jenn’s eyes, 
Billy gave him a strange look. “Where do you live?” 

“My home is pretty far away but I don’t want to let you 
go.” Jenn licked his dry lips as he tried to collect his 
thoughts. How had his siblings broke the news to their 
significant others? He wished he’d asked his brothers 
before he left home.” 

“Problems, brother?” A new voice broke into his 
postcoital fog. 

Billy let out a shout of surprise and scrambled beneath 
the covers. 

Jenn scowled at the intruder. “Nevis, what are you 
doing here?” Especially since he’d been thinking of his 
other brother. 

Jenn’s older brother rolled his eyes. “You were 
projecting so loudly I’m surprised mother didn’t hear you 
from the castle.” Nevis looked Billy over with wide-eyed 
appreciation. “I can see your taste has improved 
significantly since that last boy you thought you’d bring 
home. You might want to hide this one from the captain of 
the guards. Ravley has an eye for the blonds and he’s not 
too picky about which sex.” 

“If he lays a hand on Billy it will be the last time he 
moves it,” Jenn snarled. No one touched his mate. 

“Um, can I interject here?” Billy’s timid voice broke 
into their discussion. 


Jenn turned to face his lover. “Of course. What’s 
wrong?” 

“Where did he come from?” Billy pointed one shaking 
finger toward Nevis. 

Jenn tilted his head. “Are you using mother’s or 
father’s ship?” 

“Father’s. Mother’s has too much pink inside. It gives 
me a headache.” 

Laughing, Jenn privately agreed, but he’d never say so 
out loud. The first rule with brothers, never confess 
anything that could be used against you in front of the 
parents. 

“Y,..you’re an alien?” Billy’s voice reached several 
decibels higher than when he was pretending to be a 
female. 

Nevis scowled at Jenn. “You didn’t tell him?” 

Jenn shrugged as a blush crossed his cheeks. 

“But you mated.” Nevis made it more of a statement 
than a question, so Jenn didn’t reply. 

“Yes, we had sex,” Billy interjected. “Though why 
everyone is so curious all of a sudden about my love life I 
don’t know.” 

Nevis gave Billy a pitying look. “Because the crown 
prince’s mate is of utmost concern to the kingdom.” Nevis 
might be older, but as a bastard son he couldn’t inherit, 
placing Jenn first in line. 

Billy’s mouth dropped open. “So when I thought you 
were my Prince Charming, that wasn’t just a figure of 
speech. You actually are a prince.” 


“Yes he is. He’s only missing the charming part,” Nevis 
said. His tone might’ve been drier than a bone, but his eyes 
sparkled with amusement. 

“Get out, brother. I think you’ve done enough damage 
here.” Jenn’s rare temper sparked. If he lost Billy over 
Nevis’ display of power he’d make sure his brother paid for 
the rest of his life. 

Apparently realising he wasn’t kidding, Nevis gave a 
low bow and vanished. 

“Crap!” Billy stared at the empty spot for a long time 
before turning his shocked gaze towards Jenn. “Either 
you’re really into the science fiction aspect of this 
convention or you really are an alien.” 

Jenn itched to run his fingers through Billy’s hair, or to 
touch his back, or to do any of the three million things that 
he wanted to do to soothe his lover. “I’m sorry. I didn’t plan 
to break it to you this way.” 

“Did you plan to tell me at all? Was that whole ‘I want 
to see you again’ part a hoax?” Disappointment replaced 
the shock in Billy’s eyes and the change ripped Jenn’s heart 
from his chest. Throwing caution to the wind he yanked 
Billy into his arms. 

“I haven’t said one word to you that I didn’t mean. I 
want you to come back to my world with me and be my 
mate.” 

Billy jerked out of Jenn’s hold. “Is this even your real 
form?” 

“Yes, this is my natural form. I was born looking this 
way.” He tried to push away the hurt but the cautious look 


in Billy’s eyes stabbed him in the heart. Some of it must 
have shown on his face because Billy scooted closer. 

“Sorry, Jenn, but this morning I didn’t even think aliens 
were real, then I learn not only are they real but I have my 
very own alien lover wanting to take me back to his planet. 
From a science fiction fan’s perspective that’s an amazing 
opportunity, but I’m still kind of freaked out.” 

Jenn leant forward, giving Billy plenty of time to 
escape. Relief shot through him when Billy stayed still and 
allowed the embrace. He slid his fingers in Billy’s hair, 
daring to take more than a slight touch of lips against lips. 

The soft moan reassured Jenn’s panicked heart that 
Billy still desired him. 

Jenn tried to transfer as much emotion as he could 
through his touch. Talking wouldn’t get through to Billy, not 
as much as showing. When his human relaxed against him 
he almost gave in and shouted for joy. 

Lifting his mouth, he leant back to get a good look at 
Billy. Lust filled eyes blinked at him. “I don’t know what to 
say.” Billy stumbled over his words as he stared at Jenn. “I 
can’t really believe I had sex with an alien.” 

Jenn winced. Having sex with Billy had bonded Jenn to 
him for a lifetime. He cleared his throat to explain the 
matter. 

The phone rang again. 

He was going to throw the damn thing out of the 
window. 

Billy smiled as if he could read Jenn’s mind. Reaching 
back he grabbed the phone, frowning when he read the 


display. “What’s up?” Billy’s frown deepened as he listened. 
From the tone it sounded like Cathy on the phone. “I'll be 
right there.” 

Before Jenn could say anything Billy disconnected and 
slid off the bed. “Can I borrow something to wear?” he 
asked after perusing his outfit scattered about the floor. 

“Sure. What’s going on?” From Billy’s manner, Jenn 
didn’t think it was a mere case of ‘running away from the 
alien.’ 

“Cathy’s boyfriend showed up drunk. She’s hiding in 
our bathroom. She doesn’t want to come out or call the 
cops and get him into trouble. I’ve got to go help her.” 

Jenn glanced at the hotel alarm clock. “It’s ten o’clock 
in the morning.” 

“Yeah,” Billy agreed. “He’s quite the piece of work. I’m 
sorry to say I introduced them.” 

Scrambling off the bed, Jenn grabbed a shirt and jeans 
from his closet and tossed them towards Billy. “Here you 
can borrow those. They’re my favourite so I’m going to 
want them back.” 

“Pll see what I can do.” Billy quickly pulled on his 
clothes. “I guess I’ll grab that shower later.” 

The idea of Billy and water made it extremely difficult 
to concentrate. Jenn tripped on the pant leg he was pulling 
on and tumbled to the floor. “That was mean,” he scolded. 
He finished putting on his pants from the safety of the 
carpet. 

Billy shook his head but didn’t comment. 


As soon as they were dressed, the men all but ran for 
the elevator. Billy clomped loudly as Jenn’s feet were larger 
than his and only Jenn’s tennis shoes would stay on. 

“I hope she changed her mind and called the cops,” 
Billy muttered. “Hey, can you do that teleport thing like 
your brother?” 

Jenn shook his head. “He’s my half-brother. He got that 
ability from his mother.” He wished he could say something 
more reassuring but they just needed to get down to Billy’s 
room and assess the situation. 


Billy clenched and unclenched his fists as he watched 
the floor numbers go down. If anything had happened to 
Cathy while he’d been having hot sex with Jenn, he’d never 
forgive himself. Jenn’s reassuring hand on his back kept 
him calmer. As soon as the elevator doors opened on the 
twelfth floor, Billy rushed into the hall. He knew right away 
that he wouldn’t need his keys after all, because the hotel 
staff were dragging Gil away. 

“I love you Cathy! Why do you have to be like that?” 
Gil shouted in a slurred voice. 

Billy rushed to the room where he found Cathy curled 
up in a ball on the couch. 

“Oh, honey, I’m so sorry.” Billy dropped down beside 
her. As soon as his butt hit the cushion Cathy threw herself 
at him. Her sobs were loud and heart-wrenching. 

He flashed Jenn a pleading look. Jenn closed the door 
behind them and poured a glass of water from the pitcher 


by the bar. Dropping to his knees beside the couch, he 
handed the drink to Cathy. 

She lifted her head from Billy’s chest. “Thank you.” 
Sniffles accompanied a watery-eyed smile. Cathy took 
several sips before she spoke. “I thought he’d be gone all 
week at his meeting. When he found me gone he freaked 
out.” She twisted a tissue between her hands as she spoke. 
“He’s been acting weird lately. I thought maybe he was 
having problems at work but he didn’t want to talk about 
it.” 

“I’m so sorry!” Billy burst out. Guilt from introducing 
them ate away at him. “I don’t know how to make it up to 
you.” 

Billy’s eyes burnt as he blinked back tears of his own. 

Cathy turned to face him. “What are you talking 
about?” 

“You wouldn’t have met him without me. I’m so sorry.” 

“Billy, it’s not your fault he turned out to be a bastard. 
You can’t be responsible for what another person does.” 
Cathy patted his hand as Jenn came to sit on his other side. 
A soft kiss brushed his cheek and the warmth of a hand on 
his back soothed him. 

“Besides he didn’t hurt me, not really. He just scared 
me by yelling. I’m better off without him.” 

“You're not going back to him, are you?” 

Cathy shook her head. “I deserve better than that.” 
She tilted her head and watched the two men on the sofa. 
“You two look good together.” 

“Yes, we do,” Jenn agreed. 


Billy rolled his eyes. “There’s only the problem of you 
being an alien.” 

“You should be nice to Jenn,” Cathy protested. “It’s not 
his fault where he was born.” 

“Yeah it’s not my fault,” Jenn parroted. 

Billy glared at Jenn over his shoulder before turning 
back to his friend. “I don’t mean illegal alien, I mean 
interplanetary alien. He’s from another planet.” 

Cathy scowled at him. “It’s not nice to mock someone 
who’s had a day like mine.” 

“I’m not mocking you.” 

“Uh, huh. Jenn, I promise my friend isn’t insane,” 
Cathy leaned past Billy to smile at Jenn. 

“I did rush to save you. You can hold your taunting 
until later.” 

“You’re the one who said your lover was an alien. I’m 
trying to save your relationship.” Cathy raised her 
eyebrows, her tears vanishing as her irritation grew. 

Billy jumped to his feet. “We don’t have a relationship. 
We had sex.” 

“We damn well do have a relationship. You are my 
mate and you are not going to get away with dismissing me 
like that.” Jenn stood and glowered at Billy. 

In that moment he could easily see Jenn as a crown 
prince. 

“Now boys.” Cathy stood up and moved between them. 
“This is supposed to be about me. You have to postpone 
your crisis until tomorrow.” 


Jenn stared at her. “You’re kidding, right? My man 
disavows being my mate and I’m supposed to let it slide?” 

“You don’t care that he called you an alien?” 

Jenn shrugged. “I am an alien.” 

Cathy scowled at him. “Prove it.” 

“How do you want me to prove it? I’m not a magician.” 

She folded her arms. “How do you plan on taking Billy 
off with you?” 

“My spaceship.” 

“That will do,” Cathy didn’t twitch as she stared Jenn 
down. Billy smiled at the sight. Cathy had brass balls for 
standing up to a man who claimed to be an alien right after 
having a scare. He figured that she needed something to 
focus on rather than the disintegration of her love life. 

Jenn turned his hard gaze on Billy. “If I show you my 
spaceship will you come home with me?” 

Billy thought over what he would leave behind. His job 
wore him down, his apartment was barely bigger than a 
shoebox, his family hated him and the only person on the 
planet that he could claim to love stood right beside him. 

“Cathy, would you like to go visit another planet with 
me? Maybe we can get you an alien lover too.” 

Cathy’s grin stretched so wide that Billy almost 
expected it to split her face. 

“Can we frame Gil for my disappearance?” 

Billy threw back his head and laughed. “I think you 
vanishing right after he came to see you drunk has all the 
earmarks of a perfect setup.” 

Cathy sighed. “Sounds divine.” 


“Do you mind if I bring my friend with me?” he asked 
Jenn. 

Jenn shook his head. “If it means you’ll agree to be my 
mate you can bring anyone you want.” 

The urge to insist on a list of odd demands beat at 
Billy. Swallowing back the words, he resisted, barely. “I 
only need Cathy.” 

After the hurt look in Jenn’s eyes he quickly amended. 
“And you of course. I need you too.” 

Jenn grabbed Billy’s shirt and yanked him close. “You’d 
best need me the most.” 

“Absolutely,” Billy agreed. He might not be certain of 
instant love for a person from outer space but that didn’t 
mean he didn’t care for the man. Jenn had starred in more 
dreams than Billy would ever admit. Staring into Jenn’s 
eyes, a rush of love hit him like a tidal wave. He swayed 
from the force of it, his heart thundering in his chest. 

“Did you feel that?” Jenn asked. 

Billy nodded, too overcome to speak. 

“That’s my love for you. Mates can sense each other’s 
emotions. I know you’re torn about how you feel about me, 
but I also know you are the one for me.” 

Jenn stroked Billy’s head as if he were something 
precious. He turned his head and kissed Jenn’s palm. He 
wished he could vow eternal love for the tender man before 
him, but Billy didn’t want to lie. “I...I can’t say.” 

“Shh.” Jenn kissed him lightly on the lips. “You’ll say it 
when you’re ready.” 


The sound of a throat clearing broke the cocoon of 
desire swirling around them. 

Billy turned to Cathy. “What?” 

“As much as I’m enjoying this little man-on-man love 
session, could we move it along so that we’re gone before 
Gil comes back? He’s not going to let me get away from 
him so easily.” 

“Oh yeah, sorry.” He gave his friend a sympathetic 
smile, as he wondered what else had happened between 
Cathy and Gil that she hadn’t shared with him. 

Billy turned back to Jenn. “Ready to show us your 
ride?” 

“I think I am.” He entwined their fingers together. 
“Take Billy’s hand,” he told Cathy. 

Cathy rushed to comply. Her hands were freezing but 
the sunshine-bright smile she shot Billy warmed him inside 
and out. If he was going to explore the universe and end up 
who knew where, he couldn’t think of a friend that he’d 
rather have at his side. 

“We’re ready.” 

Jenn pulled a small box out of his pocket and pressed a 
button. 

“Are you going to say ‘Scotty, beam us up’?” Billy 
asked. Cathy giggled beside him. 

Before Jenn could reply, a bright flash of light blinded 
Billy. By the time his vision cleared he found himself in a 
completely different location. The empty room had nothing 
inside except the three of them. White walls, white floor, 


and nothing else. Panic struck him from out of nowhere. He 
was in a freaking space ship. 

“T’ve got you.” Jenn wrapped Billy in his arms. “I won’t 
let anything happen to you, ever.” 

“Who’s this?” Billy peeked over Jenn’s shoulder to see 
Jenn’s brother appear in the room, his eyes focused on 
Cathy. 

“I thought he was gay,” Billy whispered. 

“He’s what you earthlings call bi.” 

“Abh.” 

From the way Nevis stared at Cathy, Billy had to 
wonder if the man had other superpowers, like seeing 
through clothing. 

“Relax, honey, he won’t hurt her.” 

Billy rested his head against Jenn again. If Jenn said 
that his brother meant Cathy no harm, Billy believed him. 
Maybe everything would work out all right after all. 


Epilogue 


Billy stood at the window and looked out at the pink 
river. Jenn had explained that a water parasite caused the 
colour. It had taken some time to get used to living in a 
castle and even more time to having a man who could read 
his emotions. 

“Feeling melancholy, my lover?” Jenn’s heat at his back 
warmed Billy inside. Leaning back against his prince, Billy 
relished the hard body against his. 

“No, just thinking.” 

“When Cathy married Nevis you said you had no 
interest in becoming married in the Earth manner.” Jenn 
said as he probed to find the source of Billy’s discontent. 

Billy smiled. “I don’t need a piece of paper to know I’m 
yours,” he said, for the hundredth time. 

Jenn spun Billy around and pinned him to the wall. 
“Maybe I do. If Ravley leers at you one more time I won’t 
be responsible for my actions.” 

“You don’t have to worry about your captain. I have no 
interest in that area. You are the only one who holds my 
heart.” 

“Then wear my ring,” Jenn pressed. “Show everyone 
who you belong to.” 

Billy brushed back a strand of Jenn’s hair. “If anyone 
doesn’t know I’m totally and completely yours they’ve been 
blind for the past year.” 


Jenn dropped to his knees, taking Billy completely by 
surprise. “Cathy told me this is how it’s done.” Fumbling in 
his pocket in a completely un-Jenn-like manner, his lover 
pulled out a jewellery box. He popped open the lid to reveal 
a gold coloured band with an enormous blue stone in the 
middle. Billy bet that if he held it to his face it would 
perfectly match his eyes. 

“This ring has belonged to every mate of the crown 
prince in recorded history. I would be honoured if you 
would wear it.” 

The quick swallow and slightly shaking hands revealed 
Jenn’s nerves. 

How could Billy deny a man who knelt at his feet and 
looked up at him with his heart in his eyes? 

“I’m yours, Jenn. I love you. If you want to mark me 
with a ring I’ll wear it.” Who was he to buck years of 
tradition? 

The deep sigh from Jenn told Billy his lover had been 
wotried. 

Straightening, Jenn slipped the ring on Billy’s finger 
and gave him a shy smile. “I had it sized in case you said 
yes.” 

Billy admired the gem, turning it this way and that. 
“It’s pretty,” he said at last. 

Jenn smiled, his eyes tender. “It’s my first step into 
getting you to agree to a formal bonding ceremony.” His 
lips on Billy’s were as gentle as his expression. 

“Maybe in time,” Billy replied. 


He wrapped his hands around Billy’s upper arms. “PU 
give you a year to get used to the idea.” 

“And then what?” Billy teased. He had no doubt Jenn 
would eventually have his way but that didn’t mean he 
wouldn’t make him work for it. 

“Then I’ll tie you up and fuck you until you agree.” 

Billy moved his ring this way and that to look at its 
sparkle. “I don’t think you understand what motivates me if 
you think that’ll make me agree any earlier.” 

Jenn threw back his head and laughed. “We’ll see, my 
love, we’ll see. Let’s get started on the persuasion and see 
how long it takes.” 

A shiver ran through Billy as they walked down the 
hall. If the feral expression on Jenn’s face were anything to 
go on they’d be getting married by the end of the week. But 
what a week it would be. 
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Chapter One 


The aroma of freshly baked cupcakes scented the air, 
and Ethan breathed deep, filling his lungs with the 
delicious smell. 

“I’m still not sure agreeing to bake twenty dozen 
cupcakes for your brother’s convention is a good idea. A lot 
of those sci-fi gamer geeks should lay off the sugar if they 
want to get a date outside of World of Warcraft.” 

Ethan turned to see Jocelyn, his best friend and fellow 
pastry artiste, lounging against the door frame. She’d been 
out in the main bakery, making sure all of the cookies, 
cakes, and cupcakes were ready for the customers. He’d 
stayed in the kitchen, baking the order he’d promised his 
brother. 

“Stop it, Jocelyn. You’re as big a geek as most of the 
people who are going to be there.” Ethan smiled at her. 
“You should be happy. Since we are one of the food 
vendors, we get in for free.” 

“No way!” Jocelyn screamed. 

Ethan nodded. “Yes way.” 

She raced across the room and jumped into his arms. 
He caught her easily, and whirled her around before setting 
her feet back on the floor. 

“Do you know who the guest of honour is?” She didn’t 
wait for him to reply. “Rafael Charmine, the lead actor from 
that new sci-fi series.” 


“Really? I never would’ve known, considering it’s all a 
certain someone has been talking about for weeks.” 

Jocelyn jumped up and down like a kid at Christmas. 
“T'd been trying to figure out a way to wrangle a day pass 
or something from your brother, that didn’t involve me 
going on a date with him as payment.” 

She wrinkled her nose in disgust, and Ethan laughed. 

“Earl has good taste in women, even if he’s a bastard 
around them,” he teased. 

Jocelyn Street had been Ethan’s best friend since they 
met on their first day of culinary school. By the time they 
graduated first and second in their class, they’d decided to 
open a bakery. Ethan had the money, and Jocelyn had the 
business sense. A year after graduation, they opened Ninja 
Cupcakes and never looked back. 

Aside from both being five-eleven, they were the 
complete opposites in appearance. Jocelyn’s exotic dark 
looks attested to her Latin roots, while Ethan’s rather plain 
blondness never allowed him to stand out. He placed all his 
energy and drive into the shop. 

“Whatever,” Jocelyn shot back. “Abby and Ollie will be 
here soon. Do you want them helping you with the 
cupcakes or do you want them out front?” 

Ethan closed his eyes and thought about his two part- 
time employees. After a few minutes, he looked at Jocelyn. 

“You and Abby work out front. Ollie can help me back 
here.” 

“Not a good day?” Jocelyn looked worried. 

He shook his head. “I don’t think it is.” 


Jocelyn nodded and went out front. After knowing each 
other for ten years, she’d learnt to accept Ethan’s instincts 
about things. When Ollie and Abby arrived at the bakery 
ten minutes before it opened, she sent Ollie back to Ethan. 

He glanced up as Ollie came in, and knew his guess 
was right. Ollie was sporting a fresh black eye. As much as 
Ethan wanted to ask what had happened, he didn’t. It 
wasn’t any of his business until Ollie chose to open up to 
him. Oh, he knew Ollie would tell him some day, but Ethan 
wished Ollie would do it sooner rather than later. 

Yet Ethan couldn’t rush because he’d learnt disastrous 
things happened when he did that. In baking, as in life, 
everything had to be timed to the exact second, and moving 
before it was right would ruin the dessert, or the life. 

Ethan explained how he wanted the first dozen that 
Ollie was working on decorated. They started, and soon the 
only sounds came from the sales area where a steady 
stream of customers came and went, slowly decimating the 
day’s offerings. 

He took over for Jocelyn and Abby when their lunch 
hours came, and he made sure Ollie ate, even though he 
insisted he wasn’t hungry. 

Once all the desserts were gone, they closed the shop. 
Ninja Cupcakes never stayed open a full eight hours. 
Usually by three o’clock everything had been sold. They 
were only open four days a week, Wednesday through 
Saturday, and, while Jocelyn might have thought it was a 
weird schedule, she never questioned Ethan about it. 


He always took Sunday off, but Monday he’d be back 
in the kitchen baking cupcakes and cookies. Jocelyn would 
come in on Tuesday to do the cakes. Somehow, he’d been 
right when he’d told Jocelyn that the demand for their 
baked goods would be crazy enough that they wouldn’t 
have to work seven days a week. 

Ethan had the others help him decorate the rest of the 
cupcakes. He planned on closing the shop for the next four 
days while Jocelyn and he were at the convention. He’d 
promised Abby and Ollie four days’ paid vacation for it as 
well. 

When they’d finished and the last order was boxed, he 
sent Abby home. Before Ollie could leave, Ethan stopped 
him. 

“Ollie, I have a favour to ask. With both Jocelyn and me 
being gone, I don’t want to leave the bakery unwatched. 
Would you be willing to apartment sit for me? That way you 
can keep an eye on everything. I don’t want the bakery 
opened, because there won’t be anything to sell, but you 
can answer the phone and take orders. Also, just keep a 
general eye on things until we get back.” 

At first, Ollie looked like he was going to say no, but 
his phone beeped and after checking, the text he’d got 
somehow changed his mind. 

“T’d love to, Mr G. Thanks.” 

“Thank you, Ollie. Have to admit one of the reasons 
why I loved this building was because I could have my 
apartment right above the bakery.” Ethan smiled at Ollie. 


“Here’s a spare set of keys. We’re leaving at six tomorrow 
morning, but you can come over whenever you want.” 

Ethan handed Ollie the keys. Ollie thanked him again, 
and left. 

“Is that going to help?” Jocelyn asked as she slid the 
last dozen cupcakes into the refrigerator. 

He propped his hip against the baking table. “Yes, it 
will. Only a little, but every big change in a person’s life 
starts with a small moment.” 

“Wow, listen to you, Mr Philosopher.” She removed her 
apron and hung it up on the hooks by the back door. “You 
want to get a drink later?” 

After thinking about the three special cupcakes he had 
to make, he nodded. “I’ll give you a call about six. We can 
grab dinner as well. You can invite your girl friends if you 
want.” 

“You don’t have a date tonight?” 

“No. I knew we were leaving early tomorrow, and I 
didn’t want to have to kick some guy out of my bed that 
early. You know I like to spend the mornings I don’t have to 
get up cuddled under the blankets.” 

Jocelyn giggled. “You are such a hedonist, Ethan.” 

He winked at her. “Get out of here. I’ll see you later. I 
have a few last minute things to take care of before we 
meet for dinner.” 

“The girls are going to be so jealous,” Jocelyn bragged 
as she grabbed her purse and headed out—waving to 
Ethan. 


“Green with envy when they hear all about your date,” 
he muttered. 

After making sure the lights out front were off and the 
door locked, Ethan went back to the kitchen and pulled out 
his supplies. He had three special cupcakes to make for the 
convention, and each one would bring happiness to the 
person who ate it. 

He hummed as he measured out the ingredients. 
Ethan never felt more alive than when he was baking. He 
hadn’t been lucky enough to meet a guy who understood 
that yet, but he knew the man existed. He continued to date 
because of the certainty he felt inside. 

The bakery phone rang as he slid the cupcakes into the 
oven. He set the timer before he answered. 

“TIl be seeing you tomorrow, Earl,” he reminded his 
brother, knowing who it was on the other end of the line. 

“Why are you still down in the bakery? Aren’t my 
cupcakes done yet?” Earl sounded a little panicky, “Damn 
it, Ethan. I was planning on your stupid cupcakes being my 
finishing piece at tomorrow night’s opening dinner.” 

Ethan rolled his eyes. “Breathe, little brother. It’s all 
right. Jocelyn and I will be at the convention centre at three 
tomorrow. Plenty of time to set everything up.” 

“Jocelyn’s coming? Was she excited about getting to 
meet Rafael Charmine?” Earl’s attention never focused on 
one thing for long. 

“I didn’t tell her about that yet.” Ethan snorted. “She’s 
going to flip out when she learns he’ll be there.” 


“Make sure she knows I got the tickets for you. I might 
get a date with her,” Earl whined. 

Ethan sighed, “I’ve told you before, Jocelyn isn’t for 
you. The right girl is out there, and you'll be meeting her 
soon.” 

“Seriously?” 

He laughed at the eagerness in his brother’s voice. 

“Yes, seriously. But you have to change your whole 
approach to women, or she’ll eat you alive, I think.” He 
checked the timer. “I have to go. Don’t worry. We’ll be there 
and everyone will think you’re a genius for the cupcakes.” 

“All right. Be careful driving, and I’ll see you when you 
get here.” 

Ethan hung up and gathered all the stuff he needed to 
decorate the special treats. He smiled as he studied some 
of the more unusual spices and herbs he used to enhance 
the flavours of the cupcakes. 

The oven dinged and he pulled out the tray. While the 
cupcakes cooled, Ethan mixed frosting. Each small bowl 
had a different ingredient added, and Ethan kept each 
person in mind as he created his masterpieces. 

By the time he’d finished, Ethan was positive that the 
people who got each of the unique treats would be happy 
with them. He boxed them separately, and set them with 
the others. He cleaned up his cooking space and utensils 
before going upstairs to take a shower. 

He’d go out with Jocelyn and the girls—have dinner 
and a couple of drinks before heading home to crash. As 
much as Ethan loved creating cupcakes, he knew he 


couldn’t spend his entire life in a kitchen. It wasn’t the best 
place to meet guys, and Jocelyn would never allow him to 
focus on baking to the exclusion of everything else. 

A knock sounded as Ethan finished slipping on his 
shoes. He shook his head when he opened the doorway. 

“Hey, Ollie, you spending tonight?” 

He stepped back to let the younger man in. 

“Yes, sir. I needed to get out of there.” 

“Understandable. I’m going to dinner with Jocelyn and 
friends. There’s food in the refrigerator, so you can help 
yourself. I won’t be out very late.” 

“Thank you again, Mr G. I appreciate you trusting me 
like this.” Ollie looked down at his hands. 

Ethan rested his hand on Ollie’s shoulder and 
squeezed gently. “You don’t have to explain. I understand.” 

He checked his watch. 

“Shit! I have to go. If I’m late, Jocelyn will string me 


yw 


up. 
Ollie smiled like Ethan intended, and Ethan dashed 
down the stairs to the waiting cab. 


* xK OK xK 


A few hours later, Ethan, Jocelyn and her friends 
settled into a booth at their favourite bar. After they each 
gave their order to the waitress, Lisa turned to grin at 
Ethan. 

“We know what’s got Jocelyn all excited about this 
convention.” 


“You should say who has her excited,” Betty spoke up. 

“That’s right. Is there anyone you want to meet while 
you’re there, Ethan? Some sexy geek? Or maybe you want 
to see if Rafael really is as straight as he plays?” 

Ethan and the others shouted their laughter as Jocelyn 
growled. He patted her hand. 

“Don’t worry, honey. Rafael doesn’t play for my team at 
all. He’s all yours.” Ethan hid his smile because he was 
pretty sure his statement would be true by the end of the 
convention. “Besides, I’m catching up with a friend at the 
convention. We met there a couple years ago, and have 
been exchanging emails.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me?” Jocelyn glared at him. 

“Because a guy has to have a few secrets, and we 
really are just friends at the moment. I’m not going to push 
too fast with this one.” 

She studied him, and he could see all the questions 
rushing through her head. Jocelyn would be grilling him on 
their trip to the convention. Ethan didn’t mind, since he 
hoped by the end of the four days, his email pal, and he, 
would be more than friends. 

“Are you bringing any special shoes or clothes, now 
that you know you might meet your Hollywood crush?” 

He smoothly changed the subject away from him. 
Ethan wasn’t ready to talk about Callum yet. Every mystical 
nerve in his body told him that Callum was going to be the 
most important person in his life. 

The first time he’d met Callum, he’d almost grabbed 
the man and kissed him. But having learnt the hard way not 


to rush things, Ethan had managed to control himself, and 
had engaged the man in conversation instead. His restraint 
had worked, and they had become friends. 

When he’d told Earl he’d do the cupcakes for the 
opening dinner, he’d got the feeling it was time for moving 
his relationship on with Callum into new territory. His 
instincts were never wrong, so he’d made sure Callum 
would be there. Once Callum had confirmed, Ethan started 
planning. He just hoped everything came together by the 
end of the convention. 

They all had a few more drinks while the ladies plotted 
out Jocelyn’s wardrobe for maximum effect. Finally, Ethan 
called it a night. 

“If neither of us gets any sleep, neither of us will be 
able to drive tomorrow. You’d be calling Earl then, because 
I don’t want to deal with the meltdown he’d have.” 

The ladies laughed. Earl had asked each one of them 
out at least once since they’d become friends with Ethan 
and Jocelyn. 

“I swear Earl should have been the gay Gallagher 
brother. He’s so dramatic, compared to you,” Marilyn 
muttered as they stumbled from the bar, and flagged down 
cabs. 

“He did seem to get all of the drama gene,” Ethan 
admitted. “Jocelyn, I’ll pick you up at six in the morning. 
We’ll head straight out of town.” 

“Don’t you need help loading the van?” 

Ethan shook his head. “No. Ollie showed up when I 
was leaving. I’ll get him to help me.” 


Jocelyn looked worried. “Is Ollie all right?” 

“For now, and, as long as he keeps working for us, 
things will continue to get better.” 

He kissed Jocelyn on the cheek, and settled her into a 
cab with Lisa and Betty. It was time to go home and get 
some sleep. He needed to be clear-headed for the 
inquisition he was going to receive from Jocelyn in the 
morning. 


Chapter Two 


Ethan handed Jocelyn a travel mug full of coffee when 
she opened her door. She grabbed it, and took a drink 
before acknowledging his presence. 

“Did you, Lisa and Betty stay up, going through your 
closet for the right outfit to blow Rafael’s pants off?” 

He shut the door behind him, stepped into her living 
room, and his jaw dropped. “What the hell happened, 
Jocelyn? Did your closet explode?” 

“No. I don’t have a fucking thing to wear,” she wailed. 

Ethan snagged her hand before she could start 
freaking out and crying. “Look at me, Jocelyn Estella 
Street. First of all, you could wear a gunnysack, and Rafael 
would fall at your feet. You don’t need the perfect dress or 
shoes to make him like you.” 

She stared at him while he cupped her face with his 
hands. 

“You are a beautiful successful woman, and if all he’s 
interested in is your outside appearance then he’s an ass.” 

Jocelyn started to say something, but Ethan shushed 
her. 

“Take him to bed and fuck his brains out, but don’t be 
hurt if he doesn’t call you again.” 

“You’re right.” She gave him a peck on the lips. “I’m 
packed. We came up with an outfit for me to wear last 
night. If Rafael’s only bowled over by my stunning good 


looks, then I’ll enjoy a night of amazing sex. He probably 
fucks like a beast.” 

While Ethan didn’t want to think about Jocelyn having 
sex, he could imagine Rafael doing it. 

“You're probably right. Let’s grab your bags.” 

They put her things in the van, and left. They had a six- 
hour drive ahead of them. Leaving at six got them into town 
with enough time to check into their hotel and get settled 
before heading over to the convention centre with the 
cupcakes. 

Jocelyn fell asleep as soon as they got on the highway. 
Ethan turned up the radio, singing along with the music. 
He was looking forward to the convention, and all the 
possibilities waiting there. 

Two hours later, Jocelyn woke up, and squinted at him. 
He braced himself for the interrogation he was sure would 
be forthcoming. 

“Tell me about the guy you’re hoping to see.” 

“Oh, I’m not hoping. Callum will be there. I checked 
with him as soon as I told Earl we’d do the cupcakes for 
him.” 

“Callum? Is he English?” 

He wrinkled his nose and shook his head. “He’s 
Scottish—wouldn’t be happy if you called him English.” 

“Tl remember that.” Jocelyn smiled. “Is he a geek? I 
never thought you’d go for a guy like your brother.” 

“Callum isn’t a geek. He’s an author who has written 
several books on different scientific theories.” He laughed 
at the shocked expression on her face. “Yes, darling. Some 


of the people who go to conventions are the real deal. 
Callum’s an astrophysicist and he does panels on realism in 
the sci-fi genre.” 

“Holy shit! How did you end up falling in love with a 
real intellectual?” Jocelyn frowned. “Does he know you're a 
baker?” 

“Yes, he does. Why would that matter?” 

“I’ve found most intellectuals only see guys like you as 
playthings. Nice to have in their beds, but not worthy of 
being shown off to their friends.” The bitterness in 
Jocelyn’s voice hinted at something like that having 
happened to her. 

“What bastard screwed you like that?” 

Ethan might not look like much, but he could be 
fiercely protective of the people closest to him. Jocelyn laid 
her hand on his thigh. 

“It’s not important, Ethan. It’s old news, and don’t try 
to change the subject.” She tapped his knee. “Tell me about 
Callum.” 

There wasn’t any way to get out of it, so he did as she 
asked. For the rest of the trip, he told her everything he 
knew about Callum. Ethan told Jocelyn every tiny detail 
except for one. Well, two things really. One she would 
discover for herself when she met Callum the first time. 
The other thing he couldn’t tell her was that he had fallen 
in love with Callum the minute he first had seen him. 

They pulled into the hotel parking lot a few minutes 
before one. Ethan checked them in and took their bags up 
to their rooms. 


“We have an hour and a half to clean up and change 
before we have to leave for the convention centre. Just 
bring whichever outfit you want to wear to the gala 
tonight,” Ethan informed Jocelyn, as they arrived at their 
rooms. 

“All right. Come and get me when it’s time.” She 
smiled and the door shut behind her. 

Ethan managed to get his door open without dropping 
everything he carried. He got inside and set everything 
down on one of the beds. He dug his cell phone out of one 
of the bags, and punched in Earl’s numbers. 

He flopped on his back, staring up at the ceiling while 
waiting for Earl to answer. 

“Please tell me you’re at the hotel,” Earl answered and 
he sounded panicked. 

“Yes, we’re here. We’ll still be there at three. Don’t 
worry about us. Freak out about something else,” Ethan 
stated calmly. 

“Thank God I can count on you, Ethan. Other people 
are dropping the ball all around me,” Earl groaned. 

“Your guest of honour’s going to show, right?” 

It would screw up his entire plan if Rafael wasn’t 
there. Ethan didn’t want to have to hunt the star down. 

“Yes. I’d probably be killing myself right now if he 
hadn’t shown up.” 

Ethan grunted because he could see his brother would 
need to be talked off the ledge if that happened. His phone 
beeped, and he checked the caller ID. He smiled. 


“Hey, Earl, I have another call coming in. I’ll see you in 
a couple of hours.” He hit the send button and switched the 
call. “Hello, Callum.” 

“Hello, Ethan. How are you today?” 

He shivered as Callum’s accented voice came through 
the phone. His cock stiffened and he swallowed back his 
moan. 

“I’m doing well. Just got to my hotel, and I’m resting 
for a little bit before we head to the convention centre.” 

“We?” 

Was that a hint of jealousy he heard in Callum’s voice? 
Ethan shook his head. More than likely it was simply 
wishful thinking on his part. 

“Oh yeah. My best friend Jocelyn came with me to help 
with the cupcakes my brother ordered for the gala tonight.” 

Callum’s chuckle was warm and Ethan glanced down 
at his groin. His erection pressed against his zipper, 
wanting out. 

“I’m thrilled to finally be tasting your treats.” Callum 
paused for a moment before saying, “Did that sound as 
dirty to you as it did to me?” 

“Umm... Y...es, it did, but, I must say, I’ve been 
wanting to give youa taste of my desserts for a while now.” 

A sharply inhaled breath filled his ear, then turned into 
a thick silence. 

“I’m sorry. I probably shouldn’t have said that,” he 
backpedalled. 

“No, that’s not it. I’m simply wondering how long we 
must stay at the gala tonight.” Callum cleared his throat. 


“At least until after the cupcakes are served, and after 
I’ve made sure Jocelyn meets Rafael Charmine. Once that 
happens, I’d be happy to sneak away with you.” 

Oh hell, yes, he’d be more than willing to end up in 
bed with Callum. It was what he’d been looking forward to 
since they’d met. 

“I’m not very good at sneaking, but I think we can 
manage. We’d have to come back to my room, I’m afraid,” 
Callum said. 

“I understand. Do you need me to bring anything?” 

Meaning did Callum want Ethan to bring condoms and 
lube. 

Callum sounded embarrassed when he chuckled. “No. 
I must admit I came prepared, in case you were still 
interested.” 

“Still interested? Callum, I’ll be honest, I’ve wanted to 
sleep with you from the moment I met you.” Ethan sat up 
and sighed, “If I wasn’t afraid my brother would commit 
seppuku, I’d come to your room right now.” 

“Why would your brother commit suicide if you came 
to visit me?” Callum asked. 

“Because once I get you in bed, I’m taking my time 
with you. We’ll only be getting out of bed to walk Cinders.” 

Ethan’s face grew warm. If he’d been face to face with 
Callum, he would never have said that. 

Callum cleared his throat again. “Now I have 
something to look forward to. I’m sorry, but I have to go. I'll 
see you tonight.” 

“Of course. Goodbye.” 


Ethan hung up and let his phone drop to the mattress. 
He stood, stripped, then headed to the bathroom. After 
turning on the shower, he slipped under the hot water, 
letting it pound over his shoulders. 

His erection caught his attention, and he grabbed the 
bottle of shampoo from the small shelf. Pouring some in his 
palm, Ethan imagined Callum in the shower with him. 
Ethan wrapped his hand around his cock and pumped. 

Callum’s body would be hard and muscular. Ethan had 
spent many hours studying the width of Callum’s shoulders 
and the flex of his biceps. He probably had a hairy chest, 
just the thought of it rubbing over Ethan’s nipples, caused 
his dick to stiffen even more. 

“Oh God,” Ethan murmured, as he continued jerking 
off, while thinking of all the places he was going to kiss on 
Callum’s body. 

He leaned against the shower wall, and reached 
around to finger his hole. He was going to have Callum take 
him the first time they were together. Ethan wanted to 
know what it felt like to have Callum inside him. 

Soon he was coming, spilling all over his hand and the 
tiles under his feet. Utterly relaxed, he washed up and 
climbed out before turning the water off. 

Ethan towel dried himself before padding into the 
other room. He set the alarm on his phone to go off in forty- 
five minutes, and slid under the covers. He wanted to rest 
up before he made everyone’s dreams come true. 
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Two hours later, Ethan and Jocelyn arrived at the 
convention centre and walked into the ballroom where the 
opening gala was going to be that night. Earl glanced at 
them and nodded. 

“Okay. I need you three to help my brother and his 
partner set up their cupcakes.” Earl gestured to the young 
men standing next to an empty table. 

Ethan spotted the wild-eyed expression on his 
brother’s face and decided it was time for special cupcake 
number one. He laid his garment bag, along with Jocelyn’s, 
over the back of a chair. 

“Jocelyn, can you handle this while I go take care of 
Earl?” 

Jocelyn seemed to have noticed the same crazed look, 
so she nodded. 

“Tve got this.” 

Ethan set the small pastry box down, and opened it. 
After selecting the dark chocolate cupcake with raspberry 
cream frosting, he closed the box, and went over to Earl. 

“You need to eat this right now,” he told Earl, taking 
his brother’s tablet, and replacing it with the cupcake. 

“Ethan, this is not the time for me to be eating. I know 
your desserts are phenomenal. I’ll have one at dinner.” Earl 
glared at him when he refused to take the dessert back. 

“Did you listen to what I said? You need to eat this 
right now,” Ethan insisted. 

A light dawned in Earl’s eyes, and Ethan smiled as his 
brother tore the foil cup off the little cake. He laughed 


when Earl took a bite and moaned rather loudly. Within 
seconds, Earl’s treat was gone. 

“Is that a new flavour? Because, if so, I recommend 
you keep it.” Earl wiped his mouth with the napkin Ethan 
handed him. 

“Well, I might add the flavour to the menu. That 
particular one was special, just for you. Now I’m going to 
go and finish helping Jocelyn. You'll be all right. In fact, I 
predict this entire con will be the best you’ve ever had.” 

Ethan winked when Earl eyed him suspiciously. He 
returned to where Jocelyn and their helpers were setting 
out the desserts. Ninja Cupcakes might have been known 
for their cupcakes, but their other desserts were just as 
amazing. Ethan kept an eye on Earl and, as the evening 
progressed, his brother seemed more relaxed. Jocelyn 
noted how calm Earl appeared. 

“Did you give him a Valium or something?” she asked 
as they emptied the last box. 

“No. I gave him one of my special cupcakes.” 

She snorted, “You do realise, when you say that, my 
mind goes right to pot.” 

Ethan rolled his eyes. “I know, and you know there’s 
nothing illegal in any of my desserts.” 

Jocelyn laughed. “I do know that. What did you give 
him?” 

“A dark chocolate cupcake with raspberry cream 
frosting. There were a few extra ingredients that I knew I 
needed to add to help him.” Ethan grinned at her. “Look, 
he’s a lot calmer now than when we got here.” 


He paused, and saw a petite redhead stroll into the 
room. Ethan reached over and poked Jocelyn, nodding 
towards the other woman. 

“And his night is going to get better in five...four... 
three...two...one.” 

They watched as the redhead spoke to Earl, and, for 
the first time Ethan could ever remember, Earl didn’t get 
slapped in the face by a woman he’d just met. 

“Did she smile at him?” Jocelyn shot Ethan an amazed 
look. 

“Certainly looks like it.” Ethan mentally checked off 
Earl on his list of things to take care of that weekend. “All 
right. We need to go change while we have time.” 

He picked up their garment bags and handed Jocelyn 
hers. 

“We’ll meet back here in thirty minutes.” 

“All right.” She took the bag and headed towards the 
ladies’ room. 

Ethan went to the men’s room and changed his clothes 
before checking his reflection in the mirror. Well, he wasn’t 
going to outshine Rafael Charmine, but he didn’t look 
homeless either. 

He took a deep breath and went back to the ballroom. 
Earl was standing by the entrance. The redhead was with 
him and Ethan spied how she touched Earl’s arm and 
leaned in to talk to him quietly. 

“Good,” Ethan muttered softly. 

Things were still looking good for Earl. Ethan returned 
to where he’d left their stuff and the box containing the 


other two cupcakes. He claimed the table for Jocelyn and 
him. Callum would have to sit with the other panellists. 
Ethan didn’t plan on actually approaching Callum until 
after dinner. 

“Ethan, this isn’t the outfit the girls and I picked out.” 

He turned, while Jocelyn spoke from behind him. He 
smiled when he saw her. 

“Of course it’s not. I picked it up for you a couple of 
days ago. I knew you'd freak out about meeting Rafael, and 
swear to God you didn’t have anything to wear. I saw it and 
got it for you.” 

She folded her arms and glared at him. He winked. 

“We’ve been friends for a long time, honey. I know how 
you’re going to react in pretty much any situation. You look 
marvellous.” 

She did. With her long dark hair waving down her back 
and her toned body encased in the scarlet dress—Jocelyn 
was stunning. 

“Thank you.” She hugged him. “Sometimes I think 
you’re too good to me.” 

Ethan laughed. “You deserve good things and, trust 
me, it’s going to get better before the weekend is over.” 

Jocelyn stepped back and stared at him. “Did you get 
feelings about this con, Ethan? Is that why you’re doing all 
this?” 

He turned his gaze away from hers, searching the 
crowd that had been growing while they’d changed. 
Suddenly he spotted a tall auburn-haired man wearing dark 


glasses, winding his way through the crush of people. His 
pulse and his cock jumped at the sight. 

“Who are you looking at? I’ve never seen that 
expression on your face before, Ethan.” Jocelyn swung 
around. 

“You wanted to know what Callum looked like. Well, 
there he is.” 

“Where?” 

“The tall man wearing dark glasses over by the head 
table.” Ethan pointed with his chin. 

Her gasp told Ethan she’d seen Callum. Jocelyn 
whirled around and punched him in the arm. 

“Why didn’t you tell me he was gorgeous?” 

He gave her an affronted glare. “Did you really think 
I’d fall for an ugly person?” 

She shook her head, and gave him a quick roll of her 
eyes before she turned back to study Callum. “No, I didn’t, 
but when you said he was an astrophysicist, I guess I just 
got this image of a geek wearing glasses.” 

“He does wear glasses,” Ethan felt compelled to point 
out. 

“True, but something tells me he’s wearing them for 
some other reason.” 

Ethan waited until the crowd around Callum parted a 
little, and Jocelyn caught sight of Cinders. 

“Oh, Ethan. Is he blind?” 

“Yes.” 

Jocelyn eased closer to Ethan, slipping her arm 
through his. “How did it happen?” 


He shrugged, never taking his gaze off of Callum. “I 
don’t know. I’ve never asked.” 

“You never asked him how he went blind.” She shook 
her head, and snorted, “Why am I not surprised? Weren’t 
you even the least bit curious?” 

“Sure, but, when I’m talking to him, or hanging out 
with him, I don’t notice it. We’ve eaten together several 
times, and, after he showed me how to explain the food on 
the plate for him, we never really discussed it again.” 

The gala was about to start, and Ethan wondered if 
someone would be able to help Callum with his meal. It 
wasn’t like the man hadn’t been blind for most of his life, 
and couldn’t eat his dinner on his own, but Ethan didn’t 
want to have to worry about getting Callum something to 
eat before heading back to his room. 

“Hey, Jocelyn, I have to go check on something. I'll be 
right back, so make sure they leave me a plate.” 

Jocelyn patted him on the chest before he moved away. 
He wound his way through the tables and people. 


Chapter Three 


Ethan arrived at Callum’s table just as the waiter did 
with his plate of food. He waited until it was set down 
before he approached. Cinders, Callum’s Seeing Eye dog, 
lay at her master’s feet. She looked up and wagged her tail 
when she spotted Ethan. Callum glanced down at his dog, 
and took a deep breath. He turned towards Ethan, and 
Ethan saw a bright smile on his face. 

“Ethan, it’s good to see you.” He held out his hand. 

Taking it in his, Ethan laughed. “How did you know it 
was me?” 

“Well, Cinders was wagging her tail, and she only does 
that with people she knows and likes. Also, you smell like 
vanilla and cinnamon all mingled together, and it’s a scent 
I’ve come to be fond of.” 

Ethan lifted his arm to sniff, and it drew a laugh from 
Callum. He blushed, even though he knew Callum couldn’t 
see him. 

“Sorry, but I didn’t realise I smelled like that.” 

“Most people probably wouldn’t have picked up on it, 
but, once we became friends, I memorised it.” Callum 
squeezed Ethan’s hand before letting go. “I was going to 
look for you after I finished eating.” 

“I know. I wasn’t going to bother you until afterwards, 
but then I got thinking about your meal. Do you want me to 
describe what’s on the plate for you?” he asked the last 


part in a low voice, not wanting the others to overhear 
them. He wasn’t trying to embarrass Callum. He simply 
wanted him to have a good dinner. 

Callum leaned closer to him, almost nuzzling his jaw. “I 
would love that. While I’ve met these people before at other 
conventions and events, I don’t feel comfortable with 
asking them to help me.” 

Ethan rested his hand on Callum’s shoulder and 
quietly told Callum where the food was placed on his plate. 
He also described the placement of the silverware and 
glasses on the table. By the time he’d finished, he was 
pretty sure Callum had a perfect image of the table in his 
mind. 

“TIl leave you to eat, but don’t get dessert. I have a 
special treat for you afterwards.” 

Callum’s cheeks turned a little pink. “So you said 
earlier. I look forward to it.” 

Ethan stepped back from the table, nodded to all the 
others sitting there, and left. He got back to his table as 
Earl stood up at the microphone to start the ceremonies. 
Jocelyn winked as he sat down. 

“Get everything sorted out?” she bent closer to ask 
him. 

“Yes. Just wanted to check on things.” Ethan motioned 
to the head table. “I see your man showed up, looking drop 
dead gorgeous as usual.” 

She blushed and pinched him in the side. “Rafael isn’t 
mine, and he might not even be a one-night stand. I have to 


meet him first, and I bet that will be hard to do in this 
crush of people.” 

“Don’t worry. I have faith that you’ll get what you’ve 
been wanting. Just try not to go all fan-girly on him when 
you meet him. That’s usually a big turn-off.” Ethan took a 
bite of his chicken, keeping his gaze on Earl. 

“Have a lot of fans going nuts on you, do you?” Jocelyn 
poked him again. 

He snorted and poked her back. “No, though I’m sure 
there are probably dessert stalkers out there, and, once we 
get more popular, they’ll be hunting us down. We’ll have to 
dodge them like stars do with the paparazzi.” 

Jocelyn laughed just as silence fell over the room. Her 
laughter rang out like a bell, and everyone turned to look at 
them. Ethan bit his lip to keep from bursting into laughter 
himself. At first, Jocelyn looked like she wanted to crawl 
under the table, but she straightened her shoulders, and 
gave Earl a little wave. 

Ethan noticed Rafael seemed to perk up a little when 
he saw Jocelyn. The interest was there, and, after dinner, 
Ethan planned on fanning the flame a little more. Earl 
shook his head, and continued with his introductions. 

They managed to finish dinner and get through all the 
welcoming speeches without any more outbursts. When the 
plates were removed, and dessert was next, Ethan 
snatched up his box and pulled out the second cupcake, 
putting it on a plate and showing it to Jocelyn. 

“Go take this to Rafael.” He shoved the dessert into 
her hands. 


“But he doesn’t eat sugar,” Jocelyn protested. 

After standing, he cupped Jocelyn’s elbow and pulled 
her to her feet. He made sure she was carrying the plate as 
they pushed through the crowd. He knew there would be a 
wall of people surrounding Rafael, but he counted on Earl 
to get them close. 

“Earl,” he called to his brother who stood next to 
Rafael. 

Earl glanced up and gestured for Ethan to come to 
him. Keeping Jocelyn close, he pushed through until he was 
right in front of Earl and Rafael. 

“Rafael, this is my brother Ethan, and his business 
partner Jocelyn Street. They baked all the desserts you see 
tonight.” 

Ethan saw the surprised look Jocelyn shot Earl. 
Usually he had some smart-assed comment about Jocelyn 
being dessert or something like that. Tonight, he didn’t 
seem interested in trying to get Jocelyn to go out with him 
or even to acknowledge his existence. 

“Hello, Mr Charmine. It’s nice to meet you, and I must 
say I’m impressed with your new series.” Ethan shook 
Rafael’s hand. 

Rafael’s smile was friendly and sexy. Ethan could see 
how Jocelyn could lust after the man, though Ethan liked 
tall auburn-haired men far better. 

“Thank you, Mr Gallagher. It’s been a fun experience, 
and I’ve been lucky.” Rafael turned to greet Jocelyn. “I’m 
Rafael Charmine, Ms Street. It’s nice to meet you. I don’t 
eat sugar, but your desserts look wonderful.” 


Jocelyn’s blush made her even more beautiful. “I enjoy 
your show, Mr Charmine.” 

Ethan interrupted her before she could say anything 
else. “Jocelyn reminded me about your sugar boycott.” 

He smiled to let Rafael know he was joking. Rafael 
laughed, and everyone around them joined in. 

“So, Jocelyn baked you a special cupcake. No sugar, 
but oh so delicious.” 

Ethan nudged Jocelyn to get her to hold out the plate. 
She twitched, and shot Ethan an incredulous glance before 
she handed the cupcake to Rafael. He took it from her, but 
started to say something. 

“Trust me. I’m not trying to corrupt you or anything 
like that. Jocelyn wouldn’t let me do that, and she’s the one 
who came up with the recipe. I had one earlier, and it’s 
very good. There isn’t any sugar in it at all. We’re 
considering adding it to our menu at the bakery.” 

Jocelyn gave him a look. “We are?” 

“Yes, we are.” He made a show of glancing around, 
and, when he spotted Callum standing out of the way of the 
crowds, Ethan smiled. “I have to go, but why don’t you try 
the cupcake and let Jocelyn know what you think of it?” 

Ethan dashed away from his best friend and her future 
boyfriend, like his ass was on fire. Once Rafael took a bite 
of the cupcake, Ethan wouldn’t be needed anymore. Jocelyn 
would take over, and the rest would be history. 

“Hey, Ethan, I wanted you to meet someone before we 
both got too busy with other things.” 


Ethan swore under his breath, but turned to face Earl 
with a bright grin on his face. The unknown redhead stood 
next to Earl. 

“Bella, this is my brother Ethan. Ethan, this is Bella 
Donovan. She works as a publicist for Rafael.” 

“It’s wonderful to meet you, Bella. I’m not sure how 
Earl managed to convince you to hang around, but I’m glad 
he did.” 

She frowned slightly. “I have to hang around because 
of Rafael, but Earl’s been wonderful about helping me with 
things.” 

“Of course.” He had to be careful, and not give the 
future away. He knew she’d be staying with Earl for a long 
time to come, but they’d just met and he didn’t want to 
scare her away. “I’m sure we'll get to talk some more this 
weekend. I have to head out now, but I’ll see you both 
later.” 

Before Earl could say anything, Ethan bolted. When he 
got to Callum’s side, he leaned over, bracing his hands on 
his knees, and panted. Cinders licked his chin, and he 
chuckled. 

“Thanks, honey. I appreciate the love.” 

“Were you being chased by someone?” Callum placed 
his hand at the small of Ethan’s back as if he’d protect 
Ethan if he had been. 

“No. I just wanted to get away before someone else 
stopped me.” 

“In a rush to get somewhere?” 


Callum edged closer to Ethan, and his warm breath 
washed over Ethan’s neck, causing shivers to run down 
Ethan’s spine. Ethan relaxed into Callum’s touch, wanting 
more of it than was appropriate in a public place. 

“Yes, I am. I want to be naked in your bed with you 
pounding my ass hard enough for me to feel it tomorrow,” 
he blurted. 

Callum inhaled sharply, and he slid his hand down to 
cup Ethan’s butt. “That can be arranged.” 

“I know. I just have to make sure Rafael takes a bite of 
the cupcake before we go.” Ethan turned his attention back 
to where Jocelyn stood talking to Rafael. “Come on. Just 
one little bite, and everyone can go to their respective 
rooms for the night.” 

“Do you have a cupcake for me?” Callum trailed his 
lips along Ethan’s jaw while squeezing Ethan’s ass. 

“Oh yes. Only this one, we get to share.” Ethan’s voice 
was breathless, and he had to fight the urge to run up and 
shove the damn dessert in Rafael’s mouth. 

“Easy, love. We’ve waited this long. I’m sure you can 
take a few seconds longer to make sure whatever you 
planned works out.” 

Ethan sighed when Callum nibbled on his earlobe. 
Holy shit! Who would have thought the rather reserved 
Scotsman exterior hid the interior of a seducer? Ethan was 
going to melt into a puddle right there, if Callum didn’t 
stop placing little kisses on his throat. 

“That’s it. Unwrap it, and take a bite. You’ll love it. I 
promise it’ll be the best thing you’ve tasted until you get a 


chance to kiss Jocelyn.” 

“Have you kissed Jocelyn?” Callum’s odd question 
caught Ethan’s attention. 

He glanced over to see a frown wrinkling Callum’s 
forehead. Ethan chuckled. 

“Oh, hell no. We’re just friends, and, trust me, I’m gay. 
The way Rafael is going to kiss Jocelyn isn’t the way a gay 
man kisses his best girl friend.” 

“You’re rather sure of yourself.” Callum brushed the 
fingers of his free hand over Ethan’s lips. “What did you put 
into that cupcake? Some kind of aphrodisiac?” 

Ethan stuck out the tip of his tongue to lick the pad of 
Callum’s finger. Callum growled low in his throat, and 
Cinders whined at the sound. Ethan wanted to push right 
into Callum’s arms, and let the man take him. It didn’t 
matter that they were in the ballroom, where anyone could 
see them. He’d waited so long for this moment. 

He glanced over his shoulder, and crowed in delight as 
Rafael took a bite of the cupcake. “Yes! Let me grab my 
stuff and we can go to your room now.” 

Callum gathered Cinders’ harness in his hand while 
slipping his arm through Ethan’s. No matter how much 
Ethan wanted to run to the table, gather up his stuff, and 
get to Callum’s room in record speed, he slowed down. No 
man wanted to be dragged around a place he couldn’t see, 
even with a Seeing Eye dog and a hot escort. 

They arrived at the table at the same time as Jocelyn. 
She eyed Callum quickly before kissing Ethan on the cheek. 


“Thank you so much for whatever you put in that 
dessert, Ethan. He asked me up to his suite for a drink.” 
She snatched up her garment bag and purse. “I’ll call you 
tomorrow. Not early, though. Looks like we’re both getting 
lucky tonight.” 

“Wait, Jocelyn. I wanted you to meet Callum,” Ethan 
called after her. 

“Tl meet him tomorrow. It’s not like any of us are 
going to disappear after today, right?” She waved at him 
and joined Rafael near the entrance to the ballroom. 

“She’s right, you know.” Callum tugged on Ethan’s 
arm. 

“About what?” Ethan went back to making sure he had 
everything, his garment bag and the box holding the last 
cupcake. Once he got everything situated in his arms, he 
nudged Callum to let him know they were going to start 
moving. 

“Jocelyn can meet me formally tomorrow at lunch or 
dinner, whichever is more convenient for her and Rafael. 
We’re all stuck here until the con is over, unless you were 
planning on heading back home in the morning.” 

Ethan shook his head, forgetting Callum couldn’t see 
him. “No. We closed the shop for four days while we’re 
here. I’m not planning on going anywhere until you tell me 
to leave.” 

“Hmm... ... I only have the suite through Sunday, so, 
after that, we’ll have to figure out where we’re going.” 
Callum pulled Ethan to a stop in the quiet lobby in front of 
the elevators. 


Ethan turned to look at him, his reflection shining in 
Callum’s glasses. What did Callum look like without those? 
What colour were his eyes? 

“I wish I could see you, or have you look into my eyes, 
and see how serious I am about this. This isn’t a one-night 
stand for me, Ethan. Even if we have to part ways on 
Sunday, we’ll figure out how to be together. I’ve waited 
long enough to have you. Once I do, I’m not going to be 
satisfied with just a few days.” 

Even without being able to see his eyes, Ethan could 
tell Callum was speaking from the heart, and he shuddered 
with need. 

“I believe you,” he whispered, resting his head on 
Callum’s shoulder for a minute. “I don’t need to see your 
eyes when I can hear your voice.” 

“Then let’s go. Cinders will need to be walked before 
we do anything.” 

“We should go and do that right now,” Ethan 
suggested. “I can drop some stuff off at our van while 
you’re letting her do her business.” 

Callum chuckled. “Sounds perfect to me.” 

They walked through the lobby and out of the doors. 
Ethan led the way to where his van was parked. He 
explained to Callum that there was a nice large patch of 
grass a little way from the parking lot. Callum let Cinders 
take him there, and, while Ethan put away his garment bag 
and a few other leftover items, Cinders did her stuff like the 
well-trained dog she was. Everything taken care of, they 
wandered back into the hotel and got into the elevator. 
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“What floor?” he asked, as the doors shut behind them. 

“T’m on the tenth floor.” 

He punched the button, and moved to stand close to 
Callum, placing his hand on his lower back. Ethan wished 
they could get started, but he didn’t want to get caught 
making out in the elevator. He’d just have to control himself 
for a little while longer. 

The elevator doors slid open, and Cinders took the 
lead, bringing them to a stop in front of one of the rooms. 
Callum held out his key card to Ethan. 

“Would you get the door for me? It takes me a few 
times to get it, and I don’t want to take any more time than 
we already have.” 

Ethan got it unlocked the first try, and he pushed it 
open to allow Callum and Cinders entry first. Walking in, 
Ethan couldn’t help wiggling his ass a little at the thought 
of finally being able to get Callum into bed. God, how long 
he had wanted it since they’d met? Yet in a way he was 
happy to not have rushed into any kind of intimate 
relationship with the man. 

“You can set the box you’ve been clutching on the 
dresser if you want. Cinders won’t bother it.” Callum waved 
in the general direction of the dresser in the corner of the 
room. 

“How did you know I had it?” Ethan set it down, and 
decided they would enjoy it as a late night snack after sex. 

“You only touched me with one hand, and it was the 
Same one the entire time. Usually means someone is 


holding or carrying something in the other one.” Callum 
unhooked Cinders’ harness. 

The German shepherd shook all over, relaxing after a 
long day of work. She trotted over to greet Ethan. 

“Cinders, you are a marvellous lady, you know that. 
You take good care of your owner,” Ethan complimented 
the dog, as he scratched her behind the ears. 

Callum filled Cinders’ dishes with food and water, 
calling her over when he was done. He gave her permission 
to eat, and she fell on the food like she hadn’t eaten in 
days. 

Ethan sad on the edge of the king-sized bed. He untied 
his shoes and took them off. Holding them, he glanced at 
Callum. 

“Do you have a specific place where you want me to 
put my shoes? I don’t want you tripping over them while 
you’re moving around the room.” 

Callum faced him, and smiled. “You’re the first lover 
I’ve ever had who asked me that.” 

Ethan frowned. “Really? I would think most people 
would want to make sure you didn’t end up hurting 
yourself. A trip to the hospital isn’t sexy or romantic.” 

“True. If you could put them on the floor in the closet, 
along with mine, I’d appreciate it.” 

After standing, Ethan picked up Callum’s shoes as 
well, and set both pairs in the closet like Callum had told 
him. He turned and inhaled sharply when he saw Callum 
had his shirt halfway unbuttoned. 


Chapter Four 


“Umm... W...0w.” 

Callum froze, facing Ethan. “Am I moving too fast?” 

Ethan laughed. “Hell no. I was just commenting on 
how hot your chest is. I’ve been imagining it for years now.” 

“Does it live up to your dreams?” Callum stripped his 
shirt off, and handed it to Ethan. “Since you’re still by the 
closet, can you hang this up for me?” 

“Oh, hell yes.” Ethan somehow managed to hang 
Callum’s shirt up without taking his eyes off Callum’s chest. 

It was covered with auburn curls, and had two copper 
nipples that Ethan wanted to play with. He headed over to 
his soon-to-be lover, but, before he touched Callum, he 
warned him. 

“I know you can probably feel me standing in front of 
you, but I didn’t just want to touch you without letting you 
know I’m here.” 

Callum held out his hand, and Ethan took it. He 
gasped as Callum tugged him closer, placing Ethan’s hand 
on his chest. 

“You’re the most considerate lover I’ve had in a long 
time, Ethan, and I do enjoy having someone think about my 
feelings before he does anything.” 

Ethan shrugged, knowing Callum couldn’t see it, but 
he could feel the movement. “I’m doing things I think I’d 
like people to do for me, if I couldn’t see.” 


“Well, that makes you more solicitous than most 
people, forget about lovers.” Callum grinned. “Now why 
don’t we kiss? You don’t know how long I’ve been wanting 
to feel your lips on mine.” 

Ethan didn’t need any more encouragement. He 
leaned in, going slowly so Callum could adjust to his 
presence. Their lips met, and Ethan moaned. Callum let go 
of Ethan’s hand to slide his down and around Ethan’s body 
to pull him even closer. Soon Ethan was plastered as tight 
to Callum as he could be without sharing the same skin. 

He buried his fingers in Callum’s hair, barely 
managing not to knock his glasses off. Ethan opened his 
mouth as Callum licked along the seam of his mouth, 
allowing Callum entrance. Callum tasted like coffee and 
spearmint, like he’d sucked on a breath mint at some point 
recently. 

Ethan didn’t care. All he knew was that Callum’s lips 
were as soft as he’d thought they would be, and his hands 
were as strong as Ethan had imagined. He pushed his butt 
back into Callum’s hands and moaned when Callum flexed 
his fingers, digging into Ethan’s ass muscles. 

Callum nipped Ethan’s bottom lip, sucking and easing 
the pain. Ethan let his head drop back, offering up his 
throat for more of Callum’s kisses. His hands hit Callum’s 
glasses, and he swore softly. 

He tugged on Callum’s hair, causing Callum to 
straighten. 

“I think we need to get naked, make sure we have all 
the supplies we need close by, and get in bed. I’m not sure 


I’ll be able to stand much longer.” 

“Good idea,” Callum murmured, but didn’t move. “I’m 
going to take off my glasses, and I hope you don’t freak 
out.” 

Ethan let go of Callum to step back and start removing 
his own clothes. “I doubt anything about you will freak me 
out.” 

“Most people say that, until they see my entire face, 
then they usually freak out. Yet most of them do it quietly, 
like I wouldn’t be able to figure out they were repulsed by 
me.” 

He stared at Callum for a moment before reaching out 
to stroke his fingers over Callum’s jaw. “I don’t care what 
you look like. Maybe in the beginning I was only attracted 
to your looks, but I’ve gotten to know you, and I love the 
man you are on the inside.” 

“You love me?” Callum sounded surprised. 

Shit! Ethan hadn’t meant to say that yet. He knew it 
would happen soon enough, but it probably shouldn’t have 
before they had even had sex for the first time. Yet it was 
out there, and he couldn’t take it back. 

“Yes, I do love you. I don’t mean to put pressure on 
you by telling you that. It wasn’t supposed to slip out quite 
yet.” Ethan laughed softly. “I hope you’re not freaking out 
right now.” 

Callum shook his head slowly while he removed his 
glasses. Ethan gasped, but it wasn’t in reaction to the 
multitude of scars criss-crossing Callum’s orbital area. His 
gasp was for the sheer beauty of Callum’s grass-green 


eyes. He realised Callum didn’t understand what the gasp 
was, because his shoulders slumped and he was sliding his 
glasses back on. 

“No wait. I wasn’t reacting to the scars. I mean they 
are upsetting, but that’s because all I can think about is all 
the pain you must have gone through because of them. I 
was reacting to how beautiful your eyes are. I’ve never 
seen that colour green before.” 

He wrapped his hands around Callum’s fingers holding 
his glasses. 

“May I?” 

Callum let go of the glasses, and Ethan set them on the 
nightstand next to the bed. He turned back to trail his 
fingers over the scars around Callum’s eyes. He watched as 
Callum’s eyes shot from one side to the other. He didn’t 
seem to have any control over them. 

“Do you wear the glasses to keep people from seeing 
the scars?” 

“And because my eyes don’t stay still. The nerves and 
muscles were damaged when I lost my sight. If it were just 
scars, I probably wouldn’t worry about glasses. People 
could learn to deal with those. But it really tends to weird 
people out when my eyes move like they do.” Callum stood 
still, allowing Ethan to touch all he wanted. 

“What happened?” Ethan had been curious, but, like 
he told Jocelyn, it hadn’t been something he’d cared so 
much about, that he had to know. It seemed like the right 
time to ask. 


“A botched experiment in a chemistry lab during 
university. A beaker blew up in my face, and my eyes took 
the brunt of it.” Callum rested his hands on Ethan’s hips, 
pushing at his pants a little. 

“I’m sorry for it, but it doesn’t bother me.” Ethan 
pushed up on his toes to brush a quick kiss over Callum’s 
mouth. “Now let’s get naked and fuck like bunnies.” 

“I can get behind that, or you for that matter.” 

Ethan rolled his eyes and pinched Callum’s side. “That 
was terrible.” 

Callum’s laugh was robust and sent shivers all over 
Ethan’s body. “It was, but you know what I meant.” 

“I do. Now finish getting undressed. Do you want me 
to hang up your pants as well?” 

Ethan stripped and folded his clothes, setting them on 
one of the chairs to ensure they were out of the way. 

“Yes, please.” 

He kept his gaze away from Callum while he hung up 
his pants. The minute he saw Callum naked, Ethan would 
probably jump him, and he wanted to make sure everything 
was taken care of before he did any jumping. 

They met next to the bed, and Ethan sighed as he 
studied Callum. The width of Callum’s shoulders had been 
hinted at by his tailored suits, but seeing him unclothed 
told Ethan that every thought of how gorgeous Callum was 
had been true. 

“Let’s get in bed, and then I want to touch you,” 
Callum ordered, and Ethan obeyed. 

“Touch me?” 


He sprawled on the bed, spreading his legs like the 
slut he was. 

“Yes, I want to touch you everywhere, so I can learn 
what you look like.” Callum held out his hand. “Show me 
where you are.” 

Ethan took his hand, and helped Callum onto the 
mattress, telling him exactly where he was in relation to 
the edge of the bed. Callum paused, and Ethan assumed he 
was mapping it out in his head. 

Ethan jumped when Callum stroked his fingers over 
the curve of his hip. Callum’s fingers were rough and 
callused, not something Ethan had ever pictured for an 
astrophysicist. Yet Callum probably did other things besides 
trying to solve string theory. He surely had to work out to 
maintain such a luscious body. 

“Oh my,” Ethan whispered, as Callum moved down to 
Ethan’s feet, and started trailing his fingers over them. 

His touch was hard enough not to tickle, but not hard 
enough to hurt. It was so arousing to be seen in such a way. 
It was like Callum was learning every one of Ethan’s 
secrets simply by touching him. 

He managed not to kick Callum in the face when he 
ran his fingers over the soft skin behind Ethan’s knees. It 
tickled, but also it shot desire straight to Ethan’s cock, 
which was standing proudly from his groin, and leaking 
pre-cum. God, he didn’t want to think of what would 
happen the second Callum touched his dick. By the time 
Callum got to his cock, Ethan just might have come, from 
the sheer, amazing sensations of Callum ‘seeing’ him. 


Ethan sighed with relief when Callum skipped his 
groin and zeroed in on his stomach. He chuckled and 
twisted as Callum played with his belly button. 

“Are you Okay?” Callum asked a few minutes later 
when Ethan gasped at Callum’s caress on his nipples. 

“Oh, I’m fine at the moment, though I might die from 
overstimulation at some point during the night,” he joked. 

Callum smiled, but sat back on his heels. “If it’s too 
much, I can stop. It’s just I’ve never had the opportunity to 
truly see a lover like this.” 

“Really? What kind of selfish assholes have you been 
fucking, Callum?” 

He shrugged. “Most of them were only interested in 
fucking, and being able to say they had sex with Callum 
MacLaughlin.” 

“Do you only sleep with science geeks? Or are you 
famous outside of the sci-fi circle?” 

Callum chuckled and shook his head. “You really don’t 
know who I am, do you?” 

“Oh, I know who you are, but it’s really only what 
you’ve told me. I haven’t done any outside research. What 
we talked about was all I needed to know about you. It’s 
not like I’m only after putting a notch in my bedpost 
because I fucked a famous scientist or anything like that.” 

“Never mind. We’ll discuss all of it later.” Callum 
rubbed his thumbs over Ethan’s nipples, drawing a 
whimper from him. “That’s better.” 

“Oh, please, Callum. I’m not sure I can last if you’re 
going to do much more of this.” 


“You'll last because I want you to. Now roll over.” 

Ethan flipped on to his stomach, grunting when his 
erection became trapped between his body and the 
mattress. Callum stroked up and down Ethan’s back, 
tracing his spine and the swell of his ass. He pushed up into 
Callum’s touch, and Callum pinched his butt. 

“Hey,” he protested with a laugh. 

“No moving,” Callum told him. 

“All right.” It was probably a good thing he didn’t 
move, as rubbing his cock against the sheets might get him 
off sooner than he wanted. 

Hell, he didn’t want to come until Callum was buried 
deep inside him. He squeaked when Callum parted his ass 
cheeks before running a finger down his crease. His eyes 
rolled back in his head at Callum’s firm touch on his 
puckered opening. 

“Callum, please,” Ethan begged, not worried about 
looking foolish or needy. He was, damn it, and he wanted 
Callum to do more than just touch him. 

“Get the lube and a condom off the nightstand, Ethan.” 

Ethan scrambled across the mattress, grabbing both 
items for Callum. He rolled on his back, and placed them in 
Callum’s hands. 

“I’m on my back now,” he informed Callum. 

“Good. I like doing it this way, but my eyes tend to 
make it impossible for men to watch me while we fuck.” 

Sitting up, Ethan cupped Callum’s face and he brushed 
a kiss over Callum’s lips. “Don’t worry about me. I’ll be 
focusing on how you look when you come.” 
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“T love you,” Callum said, soft and sure. 

“I love you too.” Ethan kissed him quick before falling 
back onto the pillows. “Now fuck me hard enough for me to 
feel you for days.” 

“T can do that.” 

Callum opened the condom first, and rolled it onto his 
length. Ethan watched with all of his attention. Callum’s 
shaft was the same length as Ethan’s, but was a bit thicker, 
and Ethan couldn’t wait to get it inside him. After 
protection was taken care of, Callum popped the top of the 
lube and squirted some onto his fingers. 

Ethan placed his hands behind his knees, and brought 
them up to his chest, exposing himself for Callum. He 
breathed out slowly as Callum pressed a finger inside 
without warning him. The burning pain eased into pleasure 
while Callum pumped in and out, stretching Ethan. 

Soon he was rocking in time with Callum’s strokes, 
taking him as far as he could. Callum’s knuckles bumped 
Ethan’s gland, and he cried out. 

“Callum,” he panted. “I need you in my ass right now.” 

“A little bossy, aren’t you?” Callum commented, but he 
did as Ethan ordered him. 

He removed his finger and positioned his cock at 
Ethan’s opening. Ethan marvelled at how confidently 
Callum moved. There wasn’t any hesitation or doubt when 
he breached Ethan’s ass and shoved in until he bottomed 
out. 

They both froze, and Ethan was overwhelmed with all 
his emotions. Finally, after four years of wooing Callum, he 


was in bed with the man he loved, and it was perfect. He 
sniffed, and Callum frowned. Peeling one of his hands from 
Ethan’s hip, he reached up to wipe Ethan’s cheek. 

“Are you crying?” 

“Yes. I know it’s a girly thing to do when we’re making 
love, but I’ve just wanted this for so long, and finally here 
we are. I’m a little overwhelmed,” Ethan admitted. 

“So am I, and, if I could cry, I’d probably be doing the 
exact same thing.” Callum rocked into Ethan. “Are you 
okay?” 

Ethan laughed. “I’m more than okay.” 

He clenched his inner muscles around Callum’s cock, 
encouraging him to move. Callum listened, and they began 
learning the sexual rhythm that would work best for them. 
Ethan gripped the sheets in his hands and yelled while 
Callum slammed into him, hard and fast. 

“Callum. God, you’re beautiful. I love your dick in my 
ass,” Ethan babbled when Callum nailed his sweet spot. 

Ethan’s cock stiffened until it ached, and his balls 
drew tight to his body, signalling hi climax was close. He 
wanted to beg Callum to touch him, but he couldn’t get his 
mouth to work anymore. 

It was like Callum read his mind. Lifting one hand from 
the bed, Callum encircled Ethan’s shaft with it, gripping 
tight. With his own thrusts, he forced Ethan to fuck it and 
Ethan didn’t fight. He wanted all the heat and sweaty sex 
that Callum could bring him. 

“I’m gonna come, Callum,” he warned. 


“Then do it already, Ethan. I’ll be here to catch you 
when you float back down to earth.” 

Ethan was impressed Callum could form such coherent 
sentences. He threw his head back and his cum shot from 
his shaft, coating his stomach and Callum’s hand. He 
trembled and pleasure rocketed through him. He closed his 
eyes, and cried out. 

“That’s it, love. Now it’s my turn.” 

Callum’s sticky fingers returned to Ethan’s hip, and 
Ethan braced his hands against the headboard when 
Callum began to ream his ass like a machine. They 
slammed together, and Ethan did his best to drive Callum 
head first into his own orgasm. 

“Fucking hell, Ethan,” Callum yelled as he thrust deep 
and froze, flooding the condom. 

Ethan didn’t notice the crazy motion of Callum’s eyes 
or the scars on Callum’s face. All he saw was the beauty of 
Callum’s lust-filled gaze and how the orgasm seemed to 
transform Callum into more than a mere man. 

He grunted when Callum collapsed on him, but he 
wrapped his arms around him, holding him close. Callum 
panted, and they both worked on catching their breath. 
Finally, Callum seemed able to move. Ethan didn’t protest 
when he climbed out of their bed, and wandered to the 
bathroom. 

His hand hung over the edge of the bed, and a wet 
cold nose touched it. He shifted to his side, so he could look 
at Cinders, who sat there, staring at him. He laughed and 
scratched her ears. 


“Haven’t you ever seen your master have sex before?” 

Cinders looked at him as if she were trying to figure 
out what he was saying. 

“No, she hasn’t. I don’t normally hook up with guys at 
cons. Too much work to get everything organised.” 

Callum returned from the bathroom, carrying a damp 
cloth and a towel. Ethan let Callum wash him, figuring 
Callum would ask for help if he needed it. Once they were 
clean, Callum tossed the cloths in the bathroom, but, before 
he could join Ethan in bed, Ethan stopped him. 

“Can you grab the small box off the dresser?” 

Ethan directed him to where it was, and took it from 
Callum, before they slid under the blankets. 

“We’ll have an after sex snack. I’d say dessert, but 
we've already had dessert.” Ethan bumped his shoulder 
against Callum’s. 

“We did, and I’ve been wanting to try one of your 
cupcakes for a very long time. I’ve heard they’re amazing.” 

Ethan opened the box, and split the last dessert in half. 
He handed half to Callum while keeping the other half for 
himself. 

“T hope you enjoy it. It’s a special one I made just for 
us.” 

Callum frowned and glanced at Ethan. “You made this 
one just for us. And you seemed determined that Jocelyn 
give a special cupcake to Rafael.” 

“Yes.” Ethan took a bite of his and moaned. He didn’t 
normally eat his own creations. Hell, if he did he’d weigh 


four hundred pounds, and that wasn’t attractive on a man 
of his height. 

“What makes these cupcakes so special? Did you add a 
love potion to them?” Callum took a bite, and groaned. 
“Christ, this is amazing.” 


Chapter Five 


“I know.” Ethan finished it with another bite and wiped 
any crumbs off his face. “No, I didn’t put a love potion in 
them.” 

“Then why was it so important for Rafael to have one?” 

“And my brother Earl had one earlier in the evening. 
Each one was a different flavour.” Ethan snuggled into 
Callum’s embrace. “There are a few secret ingredients in 
each cupcake to make it work for only one person.” 

“Ingredients?” Callum tossed the wrapper in the trash 
and hugged Ethan close to him. “Explain.” 

“Okay. A little background. My maternal grandmother 
came from Ireland and my paternal grandmother was a 
Roma—or gypsy.” 

Callum nodded. “I’m following you so far.” 

“They both had The Sight. They could see things that 
were going to happen, and, while my Roma grandmother 
didn’t really do anything with it, my Irish grandmother 
learned how to work with it.” 

“You get premonitions, then?” Callum sounded like he 
was working it out in his head. 

Ethan nodded. “Right, and those visions tell me what I 
should add to the cupcakes to make them individual for 
certain people. The cupcakes and desserts we sell at the 
bakery are your normal treats—though I’d like to say 
they’re actually better than the usual.” 


Callum stayed silent, and Ethan worried about what he 
was thinking. Ethan hadn’t shared the knowledge of his 
gifts with any of his lovers before. Only his family and 
Jocelyn knew what he could do. 

“What visions did you get about this con?” 

“I saw Earl chatting with a red-haired woman, and 
then I got a flash of her in a wedding dress. One night, I 
had a dream of Jocelyn walking the red carpet with Rafael 
Charmine. She wore a stunning blue dress and there was a 
giant diamond on her finger.” Ethan couldn’t help but 
smile. “She’d freak if I’d told her about that, so I didn’t let 
her know the possibilities.” 

“Did you see anything about us?” Callum rubbed his 
cheek against Ethan’s hair. 

“Well, yes and no. I saw us in bed together, but it could 
have just been wishful thinking, since I knew you were 
going to be here. The cupcake we shared had one or two 
secret ingredients, but they weren’t to make us fall in love 
or to open that pathway for us.” Ethan sat up, and faced 
Callum. He took his hands in his and stared into Callum’s 
face. Callum closed his eyes, and Ethan smiled when he 
realised what he was doing. 

“I wish you could see me, but you’re just going to have 
to hear the truth in my voice. I love you, and I’d never do 
anything to trick you into bed with me. You told me you 
loved me before you even took a bite of the cupcake. 
Believe me when I tell you, my gift—or whatever it is— 
doesn’t work that way. If Rafael wasn’t meant to fall in love 


with Jocelyn, he could eat that cupcake without it having 
any kind of effect on him.” 

Callum covered Ethan’s hands with his, and nodded. “I 
do believe you, but you’re going to have to go into more 
depth about this whole ‘Sight’ thing.” 

“You’re a scientist, so you need to see to believe,” 
Ethan quipped. 

“Actually no, I don’t need to see it to believe it exists. 
Even if I weren’t blind, I’d still understand what you’re 
talking about. I’m from Scotland, and we accept things 
beyond our ken.” 

His accent got thicker as he spoke, and Ethan 
shuddered. Desire rippled through him, and he couldn’t 
believe he was growing hard again. It usually took longer 
than this for him to be ready for a second round. 

He edged closer, and Callum dropped his arms to wrap 
around Ethan’s waist. He fell back, bringing Ethan with 
him, until Ethan covered Callum like a blanket. Their 
erections rubbed against each other, and Ethan was happy 
to see Callum was as interested in another round as he 
was. 

“Do you have more condoms?” Ethan muttered against 
Callum’s lips as they kissed. 

“There should be more on the nightstand.” Callum 
gestured in the direction of where Ethan had found the first 
one. 

“Oh right. Forgot they were there. Don’t move.” 

Callum snorted softly, “Where am I going to go?” 


“Don’t know, but just wanted to make sure you stayed 
where you were. Luckily, I’m still stretched and lubed from 
the last time.” 

Ethan stretched to grab another condom, and he 
gasped when Callum sunk his fingers into his ass. The burn 
wasn’t nearly as bad as it had been the first time, but it was 
still there. He scrambled for the lube and pushed it against 
Callum’s chest. 

“Get some of this on those before you stuff them in me 
again,” he ordered, and Callum immediately removed his 
fingers. 

“Sorry. I wasn’t thinking.” 

“No big deal.” 

And it wasn’t, because Ethan didn’t mind the slight 
hint of pain, but he needed to be good and slick by the time 
Callum was inside him. 

He tore the foil packet open, and gripped Callum’s 
shaft with one hand while rolling the condom down with 
the other. Of course, he kept getting distracted. Callum was 
quite focused on pushing lube into Ethan’s ass. Finally, 
neither one of them could wait any longer. Ethan coated 
Callum with slick, and straddled his hips, placing the head 
of Callum’s cock at his opening. 

Ethan took a deep breath, and slowly lowered himself 
onto Callum’s shaft. He let his head drop forward while he 
continued to sink until the curls at Callum’s groin rubbed 
his skin. Callum held Ethan’s waist with one hand, 
encircling Ethan’s dick with the other. 

“Are you ready?” Ethan asked Callum, who nodded. 


He lifted himself up until just an inch of Callum stayed 
within him. This time there wasn’t any rush to come. They 
rocked together, finding perfection in the feel of skin on 
skin, and the sound of their groans filled the air. 

Callum squeezed Ethan’s length massaging and 
milking it. Ethan grunted as the tingling at the base of his 
spine warned him of his impending climax. He started to 
move faster, and Callum matched him stroke for stroke. 
Ethan bit his lip and braced his hands on Callum’s chest, 
loving the feel of his crisp hair under his palms. 

Each time he rose up on his knees, he slid through 
Callum’s hand, and the friction was deliciously tight. Every 
sensation overwhelmed him, to the point where he 
exploded, shooting cum all over Callum. 

Callum continued to pump him, encouraging every last 
drop out of him. He clamped down on Callum’s length, 
massaging it until Callum closed his eyes, and tipped his 
head back on the pillows. 

“Ethan!” Callum shouted, slamming deep into Ethan, 
and filling the condom again. 

Ethan kept his elbows locked to keep from flopping on 
top of Callum. He stared at him, blinking as his brain 
seemed to start working again. Ethan took a breath and 
eased off Callum. He moaned as Callum’s softened cock 
slipped out of him. 

After washing up, Ethan grabbed some tissues out of 
the bathroom, and a washcloth, before he returned to the 
bed. He took care of the condom, and cleaned Callum off. 


Ethan settled on the edge of the mattress, stared at Callum, 
and sighed. 

“Does Cinders need to be walked once more before we 
crash for the night?” 

Callum grunted while sitting up. “Yes. I’ll get dressed 
and take her out.” 

Ethan patted Callum on the stomach. “No need. I’m up 
already. I’ll just slip on my pants and shoes. It won’t take 
that long.” 

“There is a pair of sweats and a T-shirt in the top 
drawer of the dresser. They might be a little big on you, but 
you can wear them instead of putting your dress clothes 
back on,” Callum offered. 

“Thanks.” Ethan got dressed while Callum got Cinders’ 
leash on her. 

He gave Callum a kiss before they left. Ethan and 
Cinders headed downstairs and out to where there was a 
small patch of grass. Cinders did her business, and Ethan 
cleaned up after her. 

It wasn’t long before they were back in the room, and 
Ethan made sure Cinders was settled before he stripped 
and slid back into bed with Callum. His lover muttered, but 
wrapped his arm around Ethan to bring him closer, and 
they cuddled as Ethan fell asleep. 


* K OK K 


Later the next day, Ethan and Callum were having 
lunch at the hotel restaurant. Ethan had spent the morning 


attending all the panels that Callum participated in, and he 
had gained a new respect for his lover’s intelligence. Ethan 
happily admitted most of what they talked about in those 
sessions went right over his head. 

He wasn’t the sci-fi geek Earl was, and he didn’t get 
the importance of getting the science right in the stories, 
but, if arguing about it made Callum’s face light up like it 
seemed to, Ethan was happy to sit in on a hundred such 
discussions, just to see Callum alive like that. 

There was a commotion at the entrance to the 
restaurant, and Ethan glanced over to see Jocelyn and 
Rafael standing there. Ethan stood and waved them over to 
their table. Jocelyn grabbed Rafael’s hand, dragging him 
towards Ethan. 

“Jocelyn and Rafael are coming over to the table,” 
Ethan warned Callum. 

“It'll be nice to actually meet your friend this time.” 
Callum sipped his coffee. 

“Well, she was in a hurry to go fuck a movie star.” 
Ethan made sure his voice was loud enough for Jocelyn to 
hear as she approached them. 

“Bitch.” Jocelyn smacked him in the arm before she 
threw herself into his arms. 

“Thank you,” she whispered into his ear. “I know you 
arranged all of this somehow, and I can’t tell you how much 
I appreciate it.” 

“Just be happy, honey. Oh, and tell all those A-listers 
you'll be meeting soon about how marvellous our desserts 
are.” He hugged her back. 


She laughed. “I can do that.” 

“It’s good to see you again, man.” Rafael offered his 
hand for Ethan to shake. “I don’t know what was in that 
cupcake you gave me, but, dude, it was awesome. And my 
friends who don’t eat sugar are going want to know all 
about it.” 

Ethan shook Rafael’s hand and smiled. “There wasn’t 
anything special in that cupcake. It was just the right time 
for you to have one.” 

Callum cleared his throat while he stood. 

“I’m Callum MacLaughlin, Ethan’s boyfriend. I’m glad 
to get to meet you in person. I’ve heard a great deal about 
you.” 

“And Ethan filled me in about you on our drive up here, 
though I have to admit he left out a couple important 
points.” Jocelyn hugged Callum and kissed his cheek. “He 
forgot to tell me how handsome you are, and that you were 
blind.” 

Smiling, Callum accepted her embrace, but, as soon as 
she stepped back, he took Ethan’s hand. “Well, I’ve always 
gotten the feeling Ethan doesn’t see my glasses or Cinders 
as a handicap.” 

“Of course not,” Ethan spoke. “It’s just part of who you 
are, like me being blond, or Jocelyn being a bombshell.” 

Rafael snagged Jocelyn and held her tight. “She is a 
bombshell. We have to get going, love. I have a meet-and- 
greet with my fan club in ten minutes.” 

“All right. We’ll catch up with you two later.” Jocelyn 
waved, as they braved the gauntlet of fans. 


“She seems nice,” Callum commented as they sat to 
finish their food. 

“She is, and I’m sure the two of you will have more 
time to talk about me later. When is your next panel?” 
Ethan looked at his programme while Callum read the 
Braille one Earl had provided for him. 

Callum tapped his watch, and an automated voice told 
him the time. “I have about twenty minutes to get there 
and make sure my notes are in order.” 

“All right. Which room are you in? I'll pay for this and 
Pll meet you there. Then, while you’re getting organised, 
I’ll take Cinders out for a quick walkabout.” Ethan waved 
over their waiter and paid the bill. 

“I can take her out. I’m sure you have other things to 
do than follow me around and walk my dog.” Callum picked 
up Cinders’ harness and stood. 

Ethan moved to his right side, and nudged Callum with 
his elbow. Callum rested his hand in the crook of Ethan’s 
arm. They wound their way through the tables without 
running into anything or anyone. It was like they’d been 
working together for years. 

“I don’t mind doing any of it. I love you, Callum, and 
that means, when I’m not working, we hang out together. 
Well, if you’re at a convention like this, and I’m not 
working. When you’re not working, you can hang out at the 
bakery with me. If I get bored, I can always check out some 
of the other panels, but I’m interested in what you do.” 

As they went out into the lobby, Ethan heard his name 
being called. He turned to see Earl barrelling down on him. 


“It seems my brother needs to talk to me as well.” 

“Ethan, how’s it going, man?” Earl slapped Ethan on 
the back. 

“Great. How are you and Bella doing?” 

Earl grinned, and Ethan shook his head. 

“You, my dear brother, are a horn dog.” 

“Sure, but, let me tell you, Bella is amazing. She does 
this thing with her tongue—” 

“And that’s where we stop this conversation.” Ethan 
held up his hand. “I don’t want to know about your love life, 
Earl. Like you don’t want to know about mine.” 

Earl shot Callum a look. “Well, I’m glad to see you’ve 
gotten a love life again. Hey, I’m inviting Bella down to 
Mom’s for Sunday dinner next week.” 

“Good. I was going to see if Callum wanted to come 
down as well. Might as well get the introductions over with, 
huh?” Ethan stroked his fingers over Callum’s hand. 

“Right, man.” Earl checked his watch. “Shit. I’m going 
to be late. We’ll catch up at some point and I owe you a 
drink.” 

Ethan frowned. “What for?” 

“For whatever you did to calm me down enough to talk 
to Bella without sounding like a complete ass. Now that 
she’s hooked, she thinks I’m funny.” 

“You’re welcome.” 

He watched Earl race off, and he eased Callum 
forward, so they could get to the room where his next panel 
was. 


“Do you always fix everyone’s life for them?” Callum 
sounded amused. 

Ethan shrugged, knowing Callum would feel the 
motion of his shoulder. “Not really. I don’t get visions very 
often, but, when I do, I’ve learned to go with them. It 
wasn’t like I put a love potion in the cupcakes. They’re all 
natural ingredients, and, to be honest, they aren’t all that 
special. And, like I said before, if they weren’t meant to be 
together nothing would have happened.” 

Callum squeezed his hand. “I know, love. I was just 
joking. I look forward to meeting the rest of your family 
next weekend. You’re sure they won’t be upset about their 
son dating a blind man?” 

Ethan pulled Callum and Cinders to a stop, and took 
Callum’s face in his hands. “If it doesn’t bother me, why 
should it matter what they think? I love you, Callum 
MacLaughlin. We have the rest of our lives to work it all 
out.” 

Callum kissed him “I love you, Ethan Gallagher, and, if 
you aren’t worried about being with me, then I’ll let all my 
doubts go. Let’s get started on the rest of our lives.” 

Ethan understood there would still be times when 
Callum wasn’t sure of him, and there would be times when 
Ethan got frustrated with Callum’s handicap, but they loved 
each other, and they’d work it out. It wouldn’t be a 
conventional love affair, yet it would be the sweetest treat 
either of them had ever had. 
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Chapter One 


“Dude, I’m not gay,” I insisted, again. Hell, I almost 
shouted the words. 

“Keep tellin’ yourself that, Ben, my man, maybe it’ll 
stick.” Frank Rutherford, my roommate, smirked. 

“Just because my best friend is gay doesn’t mean I 
am.” I was exasperated and beyond tired with this 
recurring conversation. 

“Whatever.” Frank waved a hand as if dismissing me. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I was so sick of 
defending myself against something I shouldn’t have to. I 
wiped a hand over my face and rubbed my eyes. 

“Nothing. I’m late for a date. Later, man.” Frank 
slammed the door behind him. 

I was beyond relieved when my roommate left. We 
always got into this conversation and more and more lately 
it was getting hard to say the words ‘I’m not gay’. I 
shouldn’t have to defend my straightness. Hell, didn’t I bag 
tons of co-eds? Last week alone I’d slept with Rita. Or was 
it Rhonda? I couldn’t remember. Maybe that was a bad 
thing, but I was happy with my life, wasn’t I? So what if 
sometimes I felt lonely. That was what Spencer was for, to 
have fun with. I enjoyed spending time with my best friend. 
I could hang out and not worry about...things. 

That didn’t make me gay. Nope. Not at all. 


What made me gay was being in love with Spencer 
Wilde. I banged my head on my desk as this realisation 
washed over me. I didn’t know what to do about it. Spencer 
was oblivious to my growing feelings and Frank didn’t help 
at all. And of course Spence was due here any minute. We 
were supposed to go to Comic-Con together. Spencer was a 
comic book nut and would drag me all over the place, but it 
was worth it to see the smile that would light up his eyes. 
We'd talked about going for a couple of years, but this was 
the first time we’d both been able to make it. It was only a 
day pass, but we’d make the most of it. We always managed 
to have fun. 

Yeah, I had it bad. 

And Frank was going to laugh his ass off once I finally 
told him I was in love with Spence. It still didn’t make me 
gay. At least I didn’t think so. No other man attracted me 
like Spence did. And I’d tried watching gay porn and had 
even gone to a gay bar and...nothing. There was just 
something about my best friend that drew me in and made 
me want more. It was becoming embarrassing when my 
cock jumped to attention any time Spence was around. 

I should’ve been getting ready instead of worrying 
over things that I couldn’t change. I might never have had 
feelings for a man before, but that didn’t matter. I was a 
take-charge kind of guy and I was going to use the day to 
get Spence to finally notice that I wanted more than 
friendship. 

Shit, I had no idea how to go about it. It would’ve been 
easier if Spence had been a girl, but I had no illusions as to 


who Spence really was. I’d have to cross that bridge when I 
came to it because, once I set my mind to something, it was 
mine. 

So Operation: Get Spencer had to be planned in a 
short time. First things first, I needed to get out of my 
sweats and into something semi-nice. Hell, I was going to a 
comic book convention. It wasn’t like I had to get all fancy. 
And there was no way I would dress up in some character 
outfit just to impress Spence. 

I wasn’t sure where to begin because I knew nothing 
about comics. Only what Spence had told me. Spence was 
just as clueless about my feelings for him. 

My closet was full of nothing but jeans and T-shirts. At 
least they were clean. Usually they were thrown all over 
the floor, but Spence had dragged me to the washers and 
dryers in the apartment complex earlier in the week. I 
pulled out a white shirt and paired it with dark blue jeans. I 
went into the bathroom to take a look in the mirror. Not too 
bad if I did say so myself. I ran a hand over my face, looking 
at each cheek, and contemplated shaving, but decided 
against it. I liked my scruff. I got close to the mirror and 
really looked into it to study my reflection. My brown eyes 
stared back at me. Was I sure beyond a shadow of a doubt? 

I was. This was what I wanted. I ran a hand through 
my dark brown hair and, not for the first time, wished I was 
a bit taller. Spence usually went for tall guys with lighter 
complexions and tight bodies. It wasn’t like I could change 
most of those things about myself, but maybe I should’ve 
hit the gym more. I sucked in my stomach and looked at my 


profile. Or I could’ve stopped worrying about my looks. I 
shook my head, flipped the light switch off and left the 
bathroom. I was being ridiculous. 

The door bell rang as I was tying my shoes. My heart 
sped up. I felt it pounding in anticipation. Today was the 
day. Shit, I was a nervous wreck. I wiped my damp palms 
on my jeans before opening the door. And there he was. 
Spencer, all six foot three inches of him, with his shaggy 
blond hair, his lean swimmer’s body and blue eyes that I 
couldn’t stop staring at. They were hidden behind wire- 
rimmed glasses that just made Spence look as smart as he 
was. I also knew that Spence looked even better without 
the glasses. His eyes seemed to sparkle. Yeah, I totally 
needed to stop acting crazy. 

“What? Do I have something on my face?” Spence 
wiped at an imaginary spot and shouldered his way into the 
room. 

I had no comeback. Shit, it wasn’t starting well. 
Usually I would have had a wiseass crack to make, but not 
today. Today was too important and I couldn’t mess it up. 

Spence was wearing a brown shirt with ‘Thor’ written 
across the top and the image of the character on the front. 
It looked vintage and could very well have been. He’d 
paired it with tight blue jeans and all I could think about 
was getting him naked and exploring his body. 

“Ah...no, it’s nothing.” I shook my head to get the dirty 
thoughts out of it. 

“O—kay. You ready? I have a list of things I want to see 
if we can find to add to my collections. I wonder if the 


Avengers actors will be there again this year. That would be 
totally cool, but I bet not, since the movie is already out. I 
heard that the one in California has tons of movie stars 
there. Good thing I want to see the actual comic book 
creators.” 

I closed the door and leaned against it, still staring at 
Spence. He was so cute when he went uber-geek. 

“Seriously, dude? What is up with you? You’re creepin’ 
me out.” Spence wiped his hands down his body searching 
for whatever I was looking at. 

Oh, God. 

I blinked, my cock responding, getting hard as a rock. 
I couldn’t even adjust myself or Spence would ask... Wait, 
maybe that was it. I deliberately took my hand and shifted 
my package around, trying to loosen up the tight fit. 
Spence’s gaze went to my crotch. I waited patiently for him 
to look back up at me. 

I licked my lips and moved closer. I wanted to touch 
Spence something fierce. What would it feel like to touch 
someone else’s cock? To kiss a man and feel the stubble? 
Would Spence’s lips be soft? I really wanted to find out and 
was getting more excited just thinking about it. 

“Spence...” I inched closer. 

Spence visibly gulped. “So, you’re ready to go, right? 
Let’s get there. You know it’s going to be crowded. I didn’t 
even look online to see who might be there. Didn’t want to 
spoil the surprise.” Spence adjusted his glasses. 

“T...” My voice was all husky. I had to clear my throat. 
“Yeah, I heard about these erotic comics. I wonder if those 


guys will be there.” 

I chickened out and stopped moving towards Spence. 

“Erotic, huh? Naked chicks with all that boobage, I 
bet.” Spence shuddered, then winked at me. “Let’s hustle 
bustle, baby, and get this day started!” 

It was going to be a long day. 


Chapter Two 


We got off the bus in front of the Javits Center and 
Spence looked so excited. I needed to stop acting weird. 
Just because I had feelings didn’t mean it would all work 
out and, if it didn’t, there was no way I wanted to lose my 
friendship with Spence. I had fun when we were together, 
no matter what we were doing. 

“Lots of people,” I observed, looking at all the folks 
entering the building. 

Normal. Then I’d hit Spence with the idea of us being 
together. Could I kiss Spence with all of those people 
around? No doubt about it. I totally could and I was going 
to get my man. What I needed to do was stop pussy-footing 
around and just go for it. The only problem was, I didn’t 
want to ruin Spence’s day. He’d been waiting for this for 
weeks, hell, months, even. 

“Well, yeah, it’s one of the biggest events like—ever.” 
Spence snorted. 

“What’s the plan?” I put my hands into my pockets. 

I noticed Spence looking as my T-shirt stretched over 
my chest. I might have puffed that baby out a bit, but who 
could blame me? I didn’t have a gym-bunny body, but I 
could still strut it with the best of them. 

“I didn’t have one, remember?” Spence was looking at 
everything but me now. “I just want to wander around and 


hope we can see everything. Do you have your pass?” 
Spence’s gaze finally landed on mine. 

I just smiled, shook the lanyard around my neck and 
nodded. I’d always been told I had a great smile. It was 
usually the first thing a girl would comment about, saying 
something about it shining out of me. And the dimple didn’t 
hurt because it looked like it was working to distract 
Spence. My friend was flushed and I could make my move, 
but I wanted to wait. To show Spence we could be a couple, 
without telling him yet. Pd do the small things before 
breaking it down for Spence. How I had these deep 
fantasies about the two of us in bed re-enacting some of 
those porn scenes I’d been watching. I wondered if Spence 
could bend the way some of those guys could. And who 
would be the top or the bottom? Or did it really matter? I 
would take Spence however I could get him. 

I held out a hand and, when Spence didn’t respond 
right away, I moved to entwine our fingers like it was no big 
deal and tugged him to the entrance. Spence jerked his 
hand and gave me a funny look, but I held on tight and we 
walked through the door together. 

“What the fuck is up with you?” 

I shrugged and kept walking. 

The place was packed and there was a big bannered 
entrance that we walked under. The people were 
unbelievable. Some of them had costumes so elaborate that 
I thought we’d walked onto a movie set. 

“Stop gawking at the scantily clad woman.” Spence 
grumbled. 


“Jealous?” I asked with a wink. 

That wasn’t what I was looking at, but I wanted to 
keep Spence off his game or he’d know something was up 
and ask me about it sooner rather than later. I figured I 
could hold off until late afternoon, then all bets were off. 

Maybe I could find those erotic comic book guys. 
Spence might have made jokes about the women, but that 
wasn’t what I was looking for. 

“Of course not.” Spence tried to let go of my hand. 

I wasn’t letting him go. 

“Which way first?” I pretended not to notice that 
Spence kept on tugging. 

“Why are you acting so weird?” Spence huffed. 

“Just enjoy yourself. That’s why we’re here.” I 
shrugged and looked around. 

“Let go of my hand.” 

“Have you seen this crowd? I don’t want to lose you. 
I’d never find you again. Just...humour me.” 

That seemed to make sense to Spence and he stopped 
trying to get away. There were booths galore. My eye 
couldn’t settle on one. There was no way we would get 
through this whole thing in a day. 

“Let’s go this way. I want to see if I can find a few 
vendors.” 

“Do you really need more comics?” 

“You can never have too many!” 

Spence had a whole wall in his apartment dedicated to 
comics, a huge bookshelf with nothing but stacks upon 
stacks, and he had them all categorised and everything. 


Every time I saw them my eyes just glazed over. Sort of like 
they were doing now. I mean, I recognised some of the 
characters walking around, but that was because they were 
from movies I’d seen. 

I loved a good action-hero flick. Reading about them 
just wasn’t my thing. Spence had once told me that it had 
been his escape growing up. He’d been picked on as a kid 
and high school had been hell. I wished I could have been 
there for him, but who was I kidding? I hung with my group 
in school and probably wouldn’t have given Spence the 
time of day. Kids sucked when it came to anyone different. 

Well, that was then, this was now, and right now 
Spence wanted to get his geek on and it was my job to help 
him. We wandered aimlessly, stopping at different booths. 
Some had trinkets on sale. There were a few tables set up 
with newer comics that held Spence’s attention for a couple 
minutes, then, there they were. The naughty comics I had 
seen online. This was what I wanted to show Spence. 

“This way.” 

“What is it?” Spence looked around. 

“Those comics I was talking about.” 

“I don’t want to look at half-naked women. There are 
enough here walking around, thank you very much.” 
Spence scowled. 

“Trust me.” I gave him my puppy-dog eyes and pouted 
a little. 

It usually worked for me and it was no different this 
time. Spence sighed and we walked up to the table. There 
weren’t many people milling around it and this was where I 


wanted to make my move. I spotted a hallway off to the side 
that would work perfectly and, after we were done talking, 
that was where I planned to kiss Spence. 

Spence’s eyes went wide and he slowly looked at me. I 
just grinned. 

“Ts this...? How...? What...?” 

My friend was at a loss for words. That didn’t happen 
very often and I was going to use it to my advantage. 

“I found this when I was looking for some gay porn.” 

Spence sputtered and his face turned purple. He 
started to cough and I was concerned. This wasn’t how it 
was supposed to go, damn it. I pulled Spence into my arms 
and rubbed his back. 

He pushed me away. 

“Are you fucking kidding me? What is with you today? 
Did you hit your head or something?” 

“Are you Okay?” I couldn’t turn off my concern. 

Spence’s face was still flushed. 

“Am I okay? This is too weird.” Spence wouldn’t stop 
staring at me like I had two heads. 

“Calm down. I think we should talk.” 

“Benjamin Saylor, you have lost your mind. What is 
there to talk about?” 


Chapter Three 


I looked around. We were starting to draw attention. 
Well, I had his focus on me now. It was beyond time. I 
nodded my head toward the hallway and we both walked 
away from the booth. I was totally going back and getting 
some of those comics for Spence. He needed them for his 
collection. 

We were away from prying eyes and I stepped as close 
to Spence as I could get, right into his personal space. I 
had to look up at him, but it didn’t matter. I licked my lips. I 
couldn’t be a pussy about this anymore. It was ‘do or die’ 
time. 

“T love you, Spence.” 

I’d said it and put it out there. No going back now, not 
that I wanted to. 

“T love you too, Ben. That’s why I’m concerned. What’s 
going on with you?” 

Spence looked so worried and I didn’t know how to put 
him at ease. I cupped his face with my hand and caressed 
his lips with my thumb. They were soft and so full. I wanted 
to taste him. My cock was hard thinking about it and I 
closed my eyes. God, this was difficult and I was almost 
afraid Spence would laugh at me or think I was joking with 
him. 

“Not like that, Spence. I’m in love with you. Like...you 
and me as a couple.” 


I held my breath and waited for his response. 

It didn’t take long. 

“A couple of what? You’re fuckin’ straight. Stop yankin’ 
my chain. You’ve never been this cruel before. Why start 
now?” 

Spence tried to push me away. I released the air I’d 
been holding in. I hadn’t been expecting this reaction, the 
anger. But Spence wasn’t going anywhere right then, I had 
him pinned to the wall. I might have been smaller, but I was 
stronger and he was going to hear me out. 

“IL... Damn it, Spence, it isn’t about straight or gay. It’s 
about you and me. I think about you all the time and I 
fantasise about us. It started a while ago, but I pushed it 
away because I wasn’t sure what to do about it. I tried... 
Shit, you know what I’ve tried...every woman I can get my 
hands on, but it doesn’t help me at night... Right before I 
go to sleep, you are there, filling my every thought.” 

It was like the air deflated from Spence’s body, he 
sagged against the wall and I had to hold him up. It was 
true. I could try to trick myself all I wanted, but it didn’t 
work. 

“Just yesterday you were on and on about being 
straight with Frank. Why now?” Spence looked hurt and I 
couldn’t have that. 

“I wasn’t going to lie anymore. Shit, just this morning I 
told Frank I was straight. Hell, I don’t think I’m gay, unless 
it’s only for you. I tried the bars and—” 

I didn’t get a chance to finish my sentence. Spence 
grabbed the front of my shirt in his fist and pulled me even 


closer. His eyes were really, really blue that close up. 

“What? Gay bars? You didn’t...” 

Spence looked like he was going to hurl. His gaze 
searched mine for an answer. Green was not his colour. I 
knew what he was going to ask. 

“Hook up? No. Men don’t do it for me. Unless it’s you. 
When you’re around, I can’t control my fuckin’ body 
anymore. I only want that with you.” 

He looked down between us and, sure enough, I was 
hard as a rock. Not like I could really hide it that up close 
and personal. 

“You were bragging to me last week about some chick 
you—” Spence released my shirt and smoothed it down. 

God, his hands were touching me and I had trouble 
breathing, let alone thinking. 

“That didn’t go like I might have hinted it did. I was 
still lying to myself until this morning. I did pick this girl up 
when I was trying to get you out of my head. I couldn’t... 
We didn’t... Shit, she wasn’t you, okay? The equipment was 
working and the body was halfway willing, but I wasn’t. So 
I mouthed off about bagging some girl.” 

I gave Spence some of his space back and wiped a 
hand down my face. 

“We’re friends, Ben. We can’t just...” 

“You think I don’t know that? Why do you think it’s 
taken me so long to talk to you? To even let myself believe. 
But we can do this. I know it.” 

“You know nothing.” Spence turned away from me and 
kicked the wall. 


I moved to comfort him, wrapped my arms around him 
and closed my eyes, holding him tight. I’d never thought it 
would be easy. I’d rushed forward like I always did, but this 
was a good thing and nothing could convince me otherwise. 
We were meant for each other. 

“I know what I feel.” 

“Really? You’re so sure? What’re you going to do when 
we’re out in public? How about your folks? Any plans on 
telling them? And your other friends, what will they think?” 

“I don’t care.” 

“You say that now, but once things get rough you can 
say it was an experiment and where does that leave me?” 

“Wow, you have a great opinion of me, don’t you?” 

He’d hurt me whether he’d intended to or not and I let 
him go. 

“T didn’t mean...” 

“I loved you as a friend long before I fell for you. And 
you should know me better than that. I stand up for you all 
the time and this isn’t some experiment for me and I 
wouldn’t pretend otherwise. Do you really think I’d blow 
our friendship on a whim?” 

I moved to the other side of the hallway and banged 
my head against the wall. This wasn’t going to plan at all. 
By now we were supposed to be all over each other and 
fooling around before getting some lunch and exploring the 
con some more. Then we’d go back to my apartment and 
have a little fun. 

Now it looked like I’d fucked up in a way I hadn’t 
thought possible. That was what I got for going full steam 


ahead and not thinking about the consequences. I was sure 
that nothing could go wrong. That was love, right? It was 
supposed to conquer all. 


Chapter Four 


“Fine. You think this is what you want.” 

I had no warning before Spence pulled me in closer. 
He thought he was going to bluff me out of this. Wasn’t he 
in for a surprise? I didn’t close my eyes, I looked right into 
his, and he hesitated for a brief second before his lips were 
on mine. One of us moaned, I have no idea who. It was like 
no other kiss I’d ever had. I felt it down to my toes, a 
tingling sensation throughout my entire body, not to 
mention that if my dick got any harder it was going to burst 
through my pants. 

It didn’t take me long to notice I wasn’t the only one 
who was hard. Spence rocked his body against mine and I 
didn’t freak out. I mean...it could have been a real 
possibility and for it not to happen made me realise that I 
was right. This was what I wanted and I would prove it to 
Spence. I wrapped my arms around his neck and hiked one 
leg around his waist. I used the wall as leverage and 
wormed my way up so our cocks were lined up, my hands 
tangled in his hair. I didn’t want to ever leave this spot. 

Spence fumbled with my pants until they were 
unbuttoned and unzipped. 

“Oh, God,” I mumbled against his lips. 

He was going for it, right there, right then, and there 
was no way in hell that I was going to stop him. Spence’s 
tongue caressed mine and we duelled. I knew that my body 


was hidden by his, but, even if it wasn’t, I would’ve wanted 
Spence’s hands on my body. Fuck, he gripped my dick 
tightly. 

“Tell me to stop.” Spence licked at my lips and took a 
nip. His hand still held me. 

“No.” I pulled Spence back into the kiss and bucked 
into his fingers. 

His hands felt better than my own. I wanted him to 
jack me off in the worst way imaginable. Doing it in the 
open had never been my kink, but for Spence I would do 
just about anything. 

Spence moved his hand up and down in a tight in an 
unhurried and steady rhythm. It was driving me slowly 
insane. I was pressed into the wall and was comfortable 
enough to get to his skin. I tugged his shirt up. He was 
warm and I moved my fingers over his heart. It was beating 
so fast and that was all for me. Spence couldn’t hide from 
this any more than I could. 

He nuzzled into my neck and I tilted my head to give 
him more room and finally closed my eyes. It was too much, 
all this sensation at once. His lips and hands on me. Mine 
on him, gripping him tight. God, I wished I could get to his 
cock, but my position was all wrong. This was wrong. We 
should have been having our first moment somewhere 
private, but I couldn’t stop him. I was going to come. 

“Close,” I grunted the word. 

Spence was breathing heavily in my ear, basically 
panting, and that was it. I was gone. My spine tingled and 
my balls drew tight to my body and I came. I shivered at 


the intense experience and laid my head on Spence’s 
shoulder. 

That was when he dropped me on my ass and backed 
away. 

Shit, could nothing go the way it was supposed to, 
damn it? 

“What the fuck, Spence?” I scrambled up and adjusted 
my pants, putting my sensitive cock back where it 
belonged. I had cum everywhere, my shirt was a mess. 

“T think that’s my line.” 

Spence was a mess and not just his clothes. His whole 
demeanour screamed—wrong. 

“Don’t—” 

“Don’t what, Ben? You’re my friend. I put you in that 
box a long time ago because you’re fuckin’ straight.” 

“I know this is hard...” 

“You know jack shit, you chucklehead! I can’t let you 
out of that box or we can’t... There won’t be... Damn it, 
Ben, why the hell did you have to go there?” 

“I think that box has been demolished. I told you 
before, this has nothing to do with straight and gay, but 
with you and me. Do you know who I think about when I’ve 
had a bad day? You. No one else. I think, ‘Hey, I wonder 
what Spence is doing and if we can go out.’ Or, ‘I bet 
Spence would love that. I should show it to him.’” 

“That’s called friendship, dumb ass.” 

“I thought so too...at first.” 

“At first?” Spence cocked his head and looked 
confused. 


“Two weeks ago.” I paused, not believing I was about 
to tell him that. 

I wiped a hand down my face and it had to be bright 
red because it felt like it was on fire. We were still on 
opposite sides of the hallway and so far no one had 
disturbed us, thank God. 

“What happened two weeks ago?” Spence pulled me 
out of my own embarrassment. I had to tell him. 

I cleared my throat. 

“We got caught in the rain storm, remember?” When 
he nodded, I continued. “We went back to my place, Frank 
was gone and it was just you and me. We took off our 
clothes and were just in our boxers.” I gulped and looked at 
him. He still looked confused. “Do you remember when I 
rushed to the bathroom? Didn’t you think that was just a 
tad strange?” 

“I... Not really. I just thought you had to use the john.” 

I laughed. “Oh, I did, but not for the reason you think. 
I got...um... Shit... got hard, Spence. I saw you sitting 
there all wet on the couch and a drop of water was dripping 
down your chest and my cock almost popped out of my 
underwear. I thought it was a fluke until I dreamt about you 
that night. I woke up and realised I’d had a wet fuckin’ 
dream...about you, my best friend. What was I supposed to 
do with that? It had never happened before. Never! And 
there I was thinking about you non-stop. That’s when I 
went looking at porn and tried the gay bar. Nobody did it 
for me. I tried sleeping with a bunch of women and found 
myself wondering what it would be like if it was you.” 


Spence had his mouth open like he wanted to say 
something and I wanted him to. I wanted him to tell me 
that everything was okay and that we could try, but, 
somehow, with the way the day had been going, I didn’t 
think that was what he was going to say. I wanted to stop 
him before he said something we might not be able to get 
over. 

“Ben...” 

“No.” I moved close to him. The distance wasn’t 
working for me. 

“We can...” 

“Yes, we can. That’s what you were going to say, right? 
We can try this.” 

“You know that isn’t wh...” 

I shut him up the only way I knew how. I reached up 
and brought him to my level and devoured his mouth. I 
tried to show him everything I had inside me. This was 
right and what I wanted. He had to want the same thing. 

He pushed me away and wiped at his mouth. 

“What are you two doing back here?” 


Chapter Five 


We both turned to see a security guard standing off to 
the side. 

“T’ll ask again. What are you two doing? This area is off 
limits, you’re going to have to leave.” 

Spence used the opportunity to run away from me. I 
followed but lost him in the crowd. I closed my eyes and 
hung my head in disgust with myself. I was so smooth. I'll 
tell him at the convention, he'll have to listen. 

Shit, I was a fuck-up. I should have done it back at my 
house where it would’ve been harder for him to lose me. I 
called his phone, but it went straight to voicemail. 

“Spence, don’t shut me out. I’m not pulling one over 
on you. I love you and I want...more. I want it all, damn it 
and I think we can have it. Please, don’t shut me out. I’m 
heading home and I'll be waiting for you. Please...God... 
Please, Spence, I love you.” 

I hung up and trudged outside. I could have grabbed a 
bus, but I decided to walk instead. I needed the fresh air 
and the time to think. I hoped that Spence would be at my 
apartment when I got there, but I wasn’t holding my 
breath. The day had been a total bust. 

Well, not total. I still couldn’t believe that Spence had 
jacked me off at the conference centre. That was unreal 
and, if I hadn’t participated, I would have never believed it. 


Frank was home when I got there. I wanted to be 
alone if Spence wasn’t there, but it wasn’t in the cards. I 
wanted a fucking re-do on this day. 

“Where’s your girlfriend?” 

“Shut the fuck up, Frank.” I threw my keys onto the 
stand by the door and walked into the apartment, but Frank 
wasn’t done with me. I just wanted to go to my room and 
sulk. 

“What crawled up your ass? Oh...wait.” Frank smirked 
and it was too much. 

I charged over to where he sat on the couch and 
punched him in the face. 

“What the fuck, man! Can’t you take a joke?” Frank 
held his nose. 

“T...” I collapsed onto the couch beside him and put my 
head in my hands. “I’m sorry,” I mumbled. 

“Shit. It’s true, isn’t it?” 

I looked over at him, my head still clutched in my 
fingers. “Yes.” I couldn’t deny it anymore because to do 
that would mean I didn’t love Spence enough to tell people 
and I wanted to be able to share with him that I wasn’t 
ashamed of my feelings for him. 

That was all I had to say about it, really. I mean, what 
more could I say? Frank slung his arm around my shoulder. 

“It’s about damn time.” 

I sat up. “What’re you talking about?” 

“Look, I know you’ve had the hots for your friend for a 
while now and I might have given you a hard time, but you 
kept denying it and I thought—maybe, if I yanked your 


chain about it, you’d finally man up and do something about 
it.” 

“But I’m still not gay,” I insisted. 

“Does that really matter?” 

I sighed. “No, no, it doesn’t. Nothing really matters. 
Spence freaked out.” 

And it really didn’t matter. I loved Spence and he was 
a guy, I’d have to get over the whole not gay thing. 

“You told him already?” Frank looked at me with wide 
eyes. 

“Well, yeah. Today at the convention.” I shrugged. 

“You’re a nut. You don’t just spring that shit on 
someone. It takes time. Ya gotta work up to it.” 

“Now you tell me.” 

“I would have told you sooner, but you didn’t ask me.” 

“I was too busy denying everything. And now Spence 
wants nothing to do with me. I screwed the pooch.” 

“Maybe not.” 

“You didn’t see his face, Frank.” 

“No, but I see yours. Are you just going to give up?” 

“I tried calling him a couple times, but he didn’t 
answer.” 

“Give him time, dimwit, but don’t give up.” 

“When did you get so smart?” I looked over at my 
roommate and really looked at him. 

He was a good guy, always had been. We didn’t pal 
around a lot, but he paid his share of the rent and we got 
along. Maybe we should hang out more. Hell, l'll probably 
need a new friend after today’s debacle. 


“I’ve always been this smart. You should listen to me 
more.” 

“Yeah, yeah.” I cracked a grin. 

“You want a beer?” 

“Do we have anything stronger?” 

“Nope.” 

“Then, yeah, I need a beer.” 

Frank got off the couch and left me to my thoughts. All 
really wasn’t lost. Spence had to get a hold of me once he’d 
had time to think. I had to believe that. We were friends 
after all, and I’d shocked the hell out of him. It wasn’t 
asking too much for me to give him a little space, but 
tomorrow I was going over to his place and we were going 
to do more talking if that was what it took. 

A bottle of beer appeared in front of my face. I looked 
up at Frank. 

“Thanks.” 

“Anytime.” Frank plopped back down. 

“I mean about everything.” 

“I know.” Frank winked at me. 

We clinked our beer bottles together and took swigs. It 
was kind of nice just sitting there and having a drink—if 
only Spence had been there to share it. I sighed. That so 
wasn’t happening that night. 

Shit. I closed my eyes and rested my head on the back 
of the couch. 

“So, have you told your folks yet?” 

“No, I wanted to talk to Spence first.” 

“Hedging your bets?” 


“Hell no.” 

“Sounds like it to me.” 

“Fuck, I don’t know, Frank. Everything is so new and 
strange and I have no idea what I’m doing.” 

“Maybe you should talk to someone about it.” 

“I thought I was?” I looked over at Frank. 

“You know what I mean, Ben. Talk to your family and 
those closest to you.” 

“If it was anything else I’d be talking to Spence right 
now.” 

“Well, that’s not gonna happen.” 

A knock on the door interrupted us. We stared at each 
other. I had no idea who it could be. We didn’t have many 
visitors. 

Frank set his beer down, got up and opened the door. 

“Is Ben here?” 

Spence! I put my beer down too, before I could drop it. 


Chapter Six 


Frank looked back to me and shrugged. We were both 
kind of stunned. I knew I hadn’t expected Spence to show 
up. 

“I have to...go...somewhere... Yeah...I’ll just...” 

I didn’t see Frank leave. I only had eyes for Spence. 
He was there. 

He was looking at me too and neither of us moved. It 
was as if time had frozen. The door slammed and we both 
jumped. Time started back up. 

“I really need to talk to my best friend right now only... 
My best friend just told me he loves me and I have no one 
else to talk to about this...so you’re it. Don’t say anything. 
Just... Let me talk, okay?” 

I nodded, not saying a word because I didn’t want him 
to leave. Spence turned his back on me and began talking. 

“I walked around the convention centre for a while, 
wandering aimlessly, not really seeing anything. See, when 
we first met, I thought, he is hella cute and I’d totally tap 
that. Then I found out you were straight. I was okay with 
that. I have other straight friends. I could handle it. You 
were a friend. That was all you could ever be because I 
wouldn’t break my heart chasing the straight man. I’ve 
seen other friends go down that path and they always got 
hurt.” 

“Spence—” 


He held up a hand, but still had his back to me. I shut 
up. It was his turn. I had to give him that, no matter what 
the outcome was. I was still his friend and that was what I 
could do, be his friend. 

“We got close. Hell, I’m closer to you than any of my 
other friends. I won’t say I haven’t thought about you as 
more than a friend. That would be a lie, but I wouldn’t let 
my feelings come out. When...when you told me you love 
me I was in shock. It was like a dream. I’ve had that dream. 
You’d come up to me and tell me we should be together 
and... God, Ben, I was so happy, but then I’d wake up and 
realise that it would never happen. But now... You... I 
can’t... Damn it, I don’t want it to be a dream.” 

Spence paused, but still didn’t turn. His words had 
finally sunk in. He wanted it too, but he was afraid. I could 
make this better, but I had to act. I raced off the couch and 
paused an inch away from his back. My hand hovered over 
his shoulder and he flinched, but I still gripped his 
shoulder. 

“I am your friend, Spence. I will always be here for 
you. Even when it’s me messing up. I went about it all 
wrong. I know that now.” 

Spence turned and I looked up at him. He had tears in 
his eyes. This was so hard, but it had to be worth it. He 
gathered me close and hugged me to him. I almost couldn’t 
breathe, but I wasn’t going to complain. I was in his arms 
when I’d thought I might never see him again. 

“I’m in love with you too. I have been for a very long 
time, but it was bottled so deep inside I freaked.” 


“How would you know that I’d fall too, Spence? I don’t 
want to hurt you. Not ever.” 

“It hurt today, Ben. When I thought you were messing 
with me.” 

I squeezed him tight. 

“I would never do that to you.” 

“My head might know that, but you were bringing my 
heart into it.” 

“If I could do it different, I would.” 

“Really? How?” 

I didn’t know how to answer him. I had no idea. I 
pulled him onto the sofa. 

Spence actually laughed. “You wouldn’t have done 
anything different. You forget, I know you, Ben.” 

“Okay, you’re right, I probably would have still 
fumbled it.” 

I picked my beer back up and swallowed a mouthful. 
Spence took it from me and finished it. 

“I can’t believe you let me jack you off at Comic-Con.” 

He couldn’t believe it. I was still reeling from it. 

“What now?” I looked over at Spence. 

“I don’t know.” Spence shrugged. 

“Are we going to try this?” 

“What is this?” 

“Boyfriends.” 

“You and me...a couple? Are you really sure?” 

“Spence, I love you. Yes, I’m sure. I want this. I want 


yw 


you. 


“All right, then, yes, we’ll try.” 

I stood up on the couch and jumped up and down 
pumping my fist in the air. 

“All right, Tom Cruise, get down here. We aren’t done 
talking.” Spence tugged at my pants. 

I grinned at his reference. I was too happy to do 
anything else. 

“I won’t fuck this up, Spence.” 

“You'd better not because I’m not one of your floozies.” 

He was jealous, but I wasn’t going to call him on it. 
Not this time. I pushed him down on the sofa and climbed 
on top of him so I could look into his eyes and he could see 
mine and how serious I was. 

“Nope. You’re Spencer Wilde, the most important 
person in my life.” I sealed it with a kiss. 

This time I knew who moaned and it was Spence. We 
were somewhere private and I could explore. This time 
we'd both be naked. I paused long enough to get Spence’s 
shirt off and throw it to the floor. Mine followed and I 
pressed him into the cushions. I could feel his heart beating 
just as I was sure he could feel mine. They both raced, the 
heat from our skin melted me. I wanted to taste him. I 
nibbled on his neck and down his chest, flicking his nipple 
with my tongue. It was salty and musky. Not what I was 
used to, but better because it was Spence. 

“Ben,” Spence moaned. 

At least I was doing this right, but we were still 
wearing pants and on the couch. It was time to move it 
somewhere even more private just in case Frank made his 


way back. He didn’t need to see me and Spence going at it 
on the sofa. 

I got up and put my hand out for Spence. He took it 
and I led him to my bedroom. He’d been there before, but 
this was different. This time we were both going to be 
naked and one of us was getting fucked. 

I had no idea who that would be and I didn’t care. I 
was with Spence and he loved me too. That was all that 
mattered to me. The rest would come. We watched each 
other undress. Neither of us spoke, but we didn’t need to. 
We both knew we wanted to be naked sooner rather than 
later. 

“Shit.” I kicked off my shoes, shucked my pants and 
stood naked beside the bed. 

“What?” Spence’s pants and boxers hit the floor and I 
lost my train of thought. “Ben?” 

I shook my head. “Sorry. I don’t have—stuff. We need 
that, right?” 

The people in the porn I’d watched always had lube 
and condoms. I had condoms, but the lube was another 
matter. I didn’t keep a stash on hand. Spence pushed me 
onto the bed. 

“Here.” He put his fingers up to my mouth and it took 
me a second to figure out what he wanted. I opened up and 
sucked. 

God, it was so good. I wondered what it would be like 
to have Spence’s cock in my mouth. I groaned at the 
thought and my dick twitched, not that it needed help, I 
was rock-hard. I let my hands do the talking because my 


mouth was busy and I touched every inch of Spence that I 
could reach. I finally got to his cock and squeezed. It was 
hard and silky, just like mine. Not that I’d expected it to be 
any different. I gave it a tug and moaned. I wanted to taste 
more of Spence, but he had other ideas. 

Once Spence’s fingers were nice and wet he took them 
away and reached behind him. Was he? Fuck, he was. 
Spence had those digits in his ass. I wanted to see, but I 
didn’t want to let him go. Too many choices. I took my hand 
not jerking Spence’s dick and got my fingers wet. I wanted 
to help. I’d been at my own ass a couple of times, just to 
see what it might’ve been like, and it had felt good, but 
nothing like this. God, Spence was warm and tight and I 
wanted inside. 

My finger breached his ass and I could have come 
right there, but I wasn’t going to let myself. I was going to 
fuck my best friend. Now. I scrambled off the bed and got 
into my drawer. I needed a condom and fumbled around 
until I found one. I ripped the wrapper off and sheathed 
myself. 

I’d seen this done a couple of ways and wondered what 
Spence would like best. I knew what I wanted...to see him 
and watch him become undone because of me. 

“Lie down, Ben.” 

I wouldn’t deny him anything. I stretched out and 
waited to see what he’d do. Spence climbed on top of me, 
his ass hovering over my dick. He sank down and let out a 
hiss. 


“Spence...” I didn’t want to hurt him and sat up just as 
he seated himself fully on my cock. “Hurt? Please... God, 
don’t stop... Fuck... Spence... Oh...damn it... Don’t stop.” 

Spence pulled me even closer, if that was possible, and 
I wrapped myself around him, placing my head on his 
chest. He was so tight, I’d never felt anything that intense. 
I’d thought the hand job was something, but this...this was 
out of this world. He rocked and I thrust up. I wanted to 
last, but didn’t know how long I could. I dug my heels into 
the mattress for some traction and pumped up as Spence 
slammed down. 

“Touch me, Ben. God, grab my cock and... Ben... Ben, 
please.” 

Again, I listened to what he wanted, but I needed 
more. I wanted to be surrounded by everything that was 
Spence. I took the back of his head in the palm of my hand 
as I jacked him off with the other. I kissed him, licked at his 
lips and sucked on his tongue. I moaned into his mouth. I 
was going to come, but I wanted him with me. I thrust and 
pulled harder and harder. 

“Spence... Now...now...” 

I lost it, coming inside his ass. Wet heat hit my hand. It 
was almost too much, his ass milked my cock, clutching it 
and not letting it go. I collapsed back onto the bed, pulling 
Spence with me. 

Now that was a great way to end a day that had 
sucked ass. Oh, sucking ass, I’d seen a porn on that too. I 
wondered if we could try it. I had a lot of things I wanted to 
explore and there was only one man I wanted to do it with. 


Somehow, some way, Spence had breached my heart and I 
had fallen hard. 


Epilogue 


A year later... 


“I don’t know if this is the best idea, Ben.” 

“What do you mean, Spence?” 

“Last year didn’t go too well.” 

“T think it went perfect. I got you, didn’t I?” 

Spence snorted and I laughed. 

“Whatever.” 

“Okay, we got each other, but last year we didn’t get to 
explore and I know you missed out on seeing what you 
wanted to at Comic-Con. So here.” I handed Spence his day 
pass and put mine over my head. “Let’s do it right this year, 
okay?” 

“No big surprises in store, right?” 

I wasn’t making any promises so I smirked. 

“What did you do, Ben?” 

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” 

It wouldn’t hurt to make Spence think something was 
up. I really didn’t have anything planned but a fun day 
exploring and letting Spence’s inner geek out to play. It had 
been a whole year and Spence and I had had our ups and 
downs, but we were still together and actually had plans 
with both of our parents the next day. Mine had taken it 
okay. They’d always liked Spence and that hadn’t changed. 


“Benjamin, I’m not leaving here until you tell me what 
you have planned.” 

We were sitting in his bedroom. I spent more time at 
his house than at my apartment. We’d talked about moving 
in together, but hadn’t done anything about it. Maybe the 
next weekend would be a good time. I wanted to give Frank 
enough notice to find another roommate. He’d been a great 
support system for both me and Spence and I wouldn’t 
leave him in the lurch. 

“Good thing we have time, then.” I tackled him and we 
rolled until he was on top of me. This was my favourite 
position, probably because this was how our first time had 
gone, him on top riding me until we came. I could’ve done 
with a repeat of that performance. “But, you have on way 
too many clothes, Spence.” 

“Oh, I do, do I?” Spence started to grind his body 
against mine. 

Even through our jeans I could feel he was hard. While 
I really, really wanted him to ride my cock, today I had 
other ideas. I loved to have him inside me as much as I 
loved being balls deep in his ass. It was totally my turn. 

“Fuck me, Spence.” 

He shuddered above me. I knew my man. He adored it 
when I begged him to fuck me. It turned him on more than 
anything else. Spence got off the bed and started 
undressing. I wiggled out of my pants and tossed all my 
clothes onto the floor, grabbed my thighs and pulled them 
towards my head. 


“Ben... God, that is the most beautiful sight in the 
fuckin’ world.” 

His finger caressed my hole and the tip entered my 
ass. There was a little burn, but not much. Hell, if he went 
slowly he could fuck me without lube and I’d be happy. 
We’d ditched the condoms months ago and having him bare 
inside me was one of the best things I’d ever felt. 

“You gonna fuck or just play?” 

Spence slapped my ass and I hissed. 

“T’m going to do both and you'll love it.” 

He wasn’t wrong. When Spence took his time I would 
come apart. I did say he liked me to beg. 

“Please, Spence.” I rocked back and clenched my ass 
around his finger. 

“Please what, Ben?” 

“T need you inside me.” 

“Hmm... Which part would you like?” 

Spence didn’t wait for my response. Wet heat soothed 
my hole. He rimmed me. That drove me wild. My arms 
trembled and I was close to letting my legs go but, just 
when I was about to release them, Spence was there 
helping me hold them. I might’ve known him, but he knew 
me too. It was going to be over before I was ready. 

“Spence, please... Your cock...please. I don’t want to 
come this way. Please.” 

He licked me a couple more times before he stopped. 
He sat back on his haunches and I watched him spit in his 
hands. It was going to be that kind of day. I was going to 


feel him while walking around Comic-Con and I would love 
every second of it. 

“I love you, Ben.” He eased his way and there he was, 
his cock inside my ass. 

“Love...you... God, Spence, move.” 

He didn’t listen. Spence pulled out until only the tip of 
his dick was perched at my hole and he slid in again and 
again. I tossed my head against the pillow. Spence 
bracketed my head with his arms until he had me folded 
up, but I didn’t care. He was going to kiss me and that was 
the second best thing, me tasting myself on his tongue. I 
bucked, dancing on his dick. I was going to come. 

“Wait for me, Ben.” 

“Can't... Please, please, please.” 

And he kissed me. I murmured against his lips. He had 
me so wrapped up in him that I couldn’t move anymore. I 
was at his mercy and couldn’t even touch myself because 
our fingers were linked above my head and he was still 
going so slowly. I just needed a little more friction. I had his 
stomach and it would have to be enough. I swivelled, 
making a figure eight with my body, a trick I’d recently 
learned that drove Spence insane. 

“Ben, Ben, Ben—coming—now, now, now,” he 
whispered against my lips and, just like that, I came, my 
spunk wet on our chests and his cum hot in my ass. He 
collapsed on top of me and neither of us moved for a long 
time. 

Our breathing finally returned to normal and I didn’t 
want to move, but the convention started soon. We had to 


go. 

I pulled the blanket over us. Maybe after a nap. We 
should’ve cleaned up too, but I was weak. That’s what 
Spence did to me. He blew my mind each and every time 
we made love. But it was more than that. We were best 
friends and that part of our relationship hadn’t changed. I 
could confide in him and we could go to the bar for a drink 
and then come home and fuck each other’s brains out. 
Much better than a normal friendship. 

“Move in with me, Ben.” 

“Okay,” I said, closing my eyes. 

“Just like that?” Spence questioned. 

“Of course. I’m here all the time anyway and I love 
spending all my time with you. So yeah, okay.” I smiled and 
snuggled in closer. 

He’d expected me to fight, but he didn’t know I’d 
already been contemplating us moving in together. We’d 
talked about it enough. 

“All right, then. If we’re going to this thing, we need to 
get cleaned up.” Spence slapped my ass and left the bed. 

I watched his ass as he headed for the bathroom. A 
wet Spence, soapy and hot. I wasn’t missing that. We still 
had time and my cock was rising to the occasion. Shower 
sex was the best. 


* xK OK xK 


We got off the bus and it was like the previous year all 
over again. All the people in weird costumes and so many 


of them surrounded the entrance. Only, this time, Spence 
held out his hand for me and I didn’t hesitate to take it. 

I would think of this as a re-do. Not of everything, 
because I was happy with our relationship, but this time it 
would go better. I would explore the things that Spence 
loved and I would enjoy just being with him and listening to 
him ramble on about the best comics and who he wanted to 
see. 

And both of us were on the same page this year. 

“T love you, Spence.” 

“Don’t worry. I won’t freak out this time.” Spence 
winked at me. 

I laughed and tugged him close. “I wonder if they 
saved our space?” 

“What’re you talking about?” Spence cocked his head. 

“You don’t remember? You only jacked me off over 
there.” I nodded toward the hallway and Spence blushed. I 
grinned and he shook his head. 

“We aren't... We can’t...” 

“Oh, but we can.” 

“There is no way after this morning either of us will be 
able to get it up.” Spence looked around to make sure no 
one had heard us. 

“Wanna bet?” I took our hands and put them on my 
crotch. 

Yeah, I was already hard just thinking about sucking 
him off here where he’d first touched me in a sexual way. 
The place where I’d declared my love. 

“Ben—” 


“Spence—” 

I tugged him to what I considered our space and he 
didn’t struggle. I knew he wanted this as much as I did. A 
chance to put right all the things that I’d done wrong last 
time. This year he’d enjoy every second of the con, but, 
first, we’d have a little fun. I couldn’t see any security staff 
around so we could grab a little time. No one was paying us 
any attention. 

“Spence, you’re the best thing that ever happened to 
me and I’m going to show you that.” 

Spence pulled me close and wrapped his arms around 
me. 

“Ben, you show me that every day. You don’t have to...” 

“But I want to. The last time we were here, you didn’t 
come and...” 

“Says who?” 

I looked at him. Was he saying? No... 

“Spence?” 

“You idiot.” He slapped my chest. “I came when you 
did. Why do you think I ran away?” 

We’d never really talked about what had happened 
right after the guard had found us. I’d had no idea. All that 
time I'd felt selfish. 

“Man, it’s good to know I’ve got the touch.” 

“What are you going on about? Get down on those 
knees, Ben.” 

I complied. “All you had to do was touch me and you 
were a goner.” 


Spence snorted, but didn’t deny it. This time it might 
be me who came without a touch, but I wouldn’t tell him 
that. I’d let him find out for himself. Before I undid his 
pants I pulled my own cock out. I didn’t want to be walking 
around all day with cum in my pants so, just in case, I’d be 
ready. All bets were off when I tasted him. 

“Gentlemen, I’m afraid you’re going to have to take 
that somewhere else?” 

Shit. I looked up and, sure enough, a security guard 
had entered our space. Maybe next year we’d find a better 
spot for a little fun. 

“Sorry, sir. We’ll just...” 

Spence was laughing and trying to pull me up, but my 
cock was hanging out and there was no way I could stand 
up. 

“Spence...” 

He looked down to see what the problem was and 
laughed harder before moving away and walking with the 
guard out to the conference centre, giving me time to get 
myself together. 

One thing our life wasn’t was dull. I had to laugh at 
myself. Comic-Con was cursed for me and I should’ve just 
left well enough alone, but before the day was over I was 
going to have Spence in my mouth. I walked out and 
watched Spence talking to someone at one of the booths. 

I fell a little bit more in love with him. He turned and 
waved at me and I smiled back, winking. This was what I’d 
wanted and hadn’t even known it. Thank God I’d finally 
stopped protesting and done something about it. I walked 


towards my future, secure in the knowledge that my friend 
and partner was waiting for me. I took his hand and kissed 
it. He squeezed my fingers and tugged me along and I was 
happy. Spencer was mine and I was his and nothing else 
would ever matter again. He’d saved the day when he’d 
come to me and agreed to be my boyfriend and I wouldn’t 
do anything to disappoint him. No kryptonite here. Just two 
heroes walking off into the sunset. Cheesy? Maybe, but I 
didn’t care. 

Love ruled all and I was its slave. There was nowhere 
else I’d rather be. 

“Thank you,” I whispered. 

“For what?” 

“Taking a chance.” 

“Well then, I should thank you too.” 

What a pair we were. 

“Okay, no more sappy from me. Show me around this 
madhouse.” 

And Spencer got his geek on. Yep, no better place on 
Earth, even if some of the people looked like they were 
from a different planet. I guess that’s what happens when 
you fall for a comic geek, but I had a secret—a bunch of 
erotic comics that I’d finally ordered. Spence was in for a 
surprise when we got home and I couldn’t wait to show 
him. 
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Chapter One 


Blake didn’t know if he was going to faint, pee himself, 
or scream like a girl. 

Maybe he’d go for the gold and do all three. Yeah, that 
was one way to make a memorable impression. But, who 
could blame him? He was in the same building as Deke 
Masters! The Deke Masters who starred in Zombie Drive, 
which was not only ashow on TV, but a damn good comic, 
too. 

Blake scanned the busy, crowded convention hall, 
desperate to get a glimpse of Deke. He knew that it would 
be easy to miss the guy. According to his stats on the 
internet, he was only five-foot-eight inches. Plus, he had 
short dark hair, which tended to make it hard to distinguish 
him in a group of people. 

Blake ran a self-conscious hand through his own blond 
hair. Just that morning it had seemed like a great idea to 
spike it up and put red and black streaks through it. Now 
Blake found himself regretting the decision. Not only did it 
make him look like he was desperate for attention, but he 
found that countless other guys were sporting the same 
style and they were all younger than Blake’s twenty-five 
years. 

But he wasn’t just another fanboy—at least not this 
year. Blake reached over to the table by his side and ran his 
fingers lovingly over the cover of his comic. Sure, it might 


be a small indie-press and he might only have a handful of 
followers, but he was finally starting to get noticed. Shoot, 
if even one person asked for an autograph over the week, 
Blake would do a happy dance to celebrate the moment. 
Especially since the last thing he’d signed was the court 
order that evicted him from his home. 

He took in another breath, his gaze flicking over to the 
large display that Zombie Drive had up front. While various 
other cast members were mulling about, Deke had yet to 
make an appearance and Blake was getting nervous. 

The program had explicitly said that Deke was going to 
be there, but what if something had changed at the last 
minute? Panic began to bubble inside Blake. Shit, he’d 
wasted the last of his money to come here and it might 
have been a waste of time. 

Of course it was a waste of time! Even if he did get to 
talk to Deke, there was no way in hell the guy would give a 
loser like Blake a second glance. The man was a TV star for 
frick’s sake—whereas Blake shared his mother’s basement 
with her five, grumpy, ugly, smelly cats. 

“Wow, Star Cats! I love this comic,” a voice called. 

Blake was so caught up in his musings that he almost 
missed the comment. Great! This was probably his one and 
only fan in the place and he’d almost blown it. He threw a 
smile on his face and turned around, only to be stunned 
right down to the tips of his bright red Nike high-tops, to 
find himself staring at none other than Deke himself. 

Aw, damn, if he wasn’t just as hot as he appeared on 
the show and all the interviews, too. With short, brown hair, 


big chocolate eyes and pale skin, he was thin and boyish at 
the same time. Most of all, he didn’t tower over Blake, 
which had to be a first. In fact, they were about the same 
height. 

“You actually read my comic?” Blake asked, his 
question ending with an embarrassing squeak. 

Deke flashed him a smile, the one that had always 
made Blake want to melt into a puddle of goo. Sweet, with 
just a hint of dimple and showing off perfectly white teeth, 
it was better than anything Blake had seen a professional 
model sporting. 

“Sure, I read it. I’ve been following it since you first 
started posting weekly pages up on your website,” Deke 
said. 

Blake felt like he’d won a million dollar lottery and an 
Olympic gold medal on the same day. He even took his 
dorkiness a step further by bouncing a bit on his feet, 
probably coming off as some excited school girl. 

“I can’t believe that you, of all people, like my comic. 
That’s so cool.” Blake ran a hand over his hair. “I watch 
your show every week. I even record it so I can re-watch it 
whenever I get spare time.” 

Deke gave a knowing smile as he shoved his hands in 
his pockets. “So, let me guess, you have a major crush on 
Linda?” 

She was the starring actress on the show and had a 
habit of showing more skin than clothing. Which had never 
made sense to Blake. After all, if he’d been in a zombie 


apocalypse, he’d be covering up as much of his body as 
possible so one of the shufflers didn’t bite or scratch him. 

A heat came over Blake’s cheeks as he shook his head. 
“No, Linda isn’t exactly my type.” 

“Relax, I was just kidding you. Given the fact that your 
comic has a gay theme, I kind of figured that you were 
more of a Mike or Lex kind of guy.” 

The heat grew worse as Blake began to fiddle with the 
name badge hanging from his neck. “Actually, you’ve 
always been my favourite.” 

There was a long, drawn out pause and Blake looked 
up to see that Deke was shooting him a sceptical glance. 

“Riiiiiiight,” Deke drew out. “Because the computer 
nerd always is the hottie when compared to a fireman and 
ex-CIA agent.” 

Blake shrugged. “I can’t help it. I like both you and the 
character you play.” 

“You don’t even know the real me.” 

“I saw you in a few interviews.” 

“That’s not the real me. That’s what the PR people and 
my agent want me to pretend I am.” 

Deke turned around and began to walk away and 
Blake saw his only chance quickly evaporating. Deciding he 
had nothing to lose, he blurted, “I saw you when you played 
Puck in A Midsummer Night's Dream.” 

Deke froze for a moment, before he slowly turned and 
arched a brow. “You saw me in a production I did during my 
senior year of high school?” 

“Yeah, I did.” 


Cocking his head to the side, Deke narrowed his eyes 
suspiciously. “Okay, then what school did I go to?” 

“Mt. Clemens High. Only then you didn’t go by the 
name of Deke Masters. You were called Eric Davison.” 

Deke’s gaze flicked down to Blake’s name tag. “And if 
that’s the case. Then how is it I don’t know you? Are you 
using a pen name or something?” 

God, could things get any more humiliating? 

Blake shook his head. “No, I was a freshman at the 
time, who just worked in the lighting booth and helped 
paint the props, so you probably didn’t notice me.” 

In fact, Blake was certain that Deke hadn’t noticed 
him. For all the time Blake had spent shooting the cute 
senior furtive glances, never once had Deke returned the 
look. 

“You were really good. I don’t think I’ve ever seen 
anybody play Puck better,” Blake said, once again 
nervously fiddling with his name tag. 

“And just how many times have you seen A Midsummer 
Night's Dream?” 

Every chance I could get. Because even though none of 
the others starred you, at least it was some way for me to 
remember you. To relive the connection we once shared, 
even if it was one-sided. 

Blake gave what he hoped was a casual shrug. “Oh, 
you know. A few times in college. I went to one of those 
artsy places, so they were always making us go to plays.” 

Deke gave a slow shake of his head. “You know, most 
guys who come on to me only do so in the hopes that I'll 


introduce them to Mike, Lex or Linda.” 

“I don’t care about any of them,” Blake replied 
honestly. 

The tight press of Deke’s lips still screamed that he 
didn’t buy it. So Blake decided to push things up a bit. “At 
the cast party for our high school play you wore those 
really tight red jeans with a bright yellow top.” 

Deke rolled his eyes. “Of all the things to bring up, you 
had to pick that hideous outfit?” 

“It did make you stand out in the crowd. I remember 
that Amy Schlomom couldn’t keep her hands off you.” 

“Yeah, she was my best friend, even after I broke her 
heart by telling her that I was gay.” Deke glanced up from 
under his lashes, his dark-eyed gaze so probing that it 
made Blake’s breath hitch. “But, you already knew by then, 
didn’t you?” 

“I had hoped.” 

“Really? Why is that?” 

Figuring he had nothing to lose, Blake admitted, 
“Because I had the biggest crush on you.” 

Deke opened his mouth to reply, but one of the 
convention coordinators called his name. Flashing a smile, 
Deke said, “I guess I better get going. Maybe we can catch 
up later.” 

Even a comic book nerd like Blake knew that was a 
brush off, but he returned the grin, hiding the fact that his 
heart was breaking. “Sure, Ill be here all week.” 

He then turned back to his table, cursing under his 
breath. That couldn’t have gone any worse. 


Deke hurried up to the main stage, but his mind 
continued to stay with the slender blond who was still 
standing by the tiny table of comic books. 

As he took a seat behind the long table where the 
other actors sat, Deke continued to rack his mind, trying to 
remember Blake. For the life of him he couldn’t recall ever 
meeting him before. 

Then, just as he was about to give up, it came to him. 
Of course! Sure Blake had been several inches smaller and 
even skinnier then, but all of a sudden Deke had a clear 
visual of the, then, freshman. 

Blake had always hung back in the shadows. When he 
wasn’t working on the set or lighting, he would be hunched 
over some kind of sketch book. Deke now regretted that he 
never went to see what Blake was working on. 

There was no denying that the guy had major talent. 
Deke hadn’t been lying when he’d said that he’d been 
following Blake’s comic for some time. Not only was the 
story the right blend of sex and action, but the artwork was 
amazing. 

Two guys approached Blake’s table. Of course, Blake 
had to flash that sexy smile of his. The one that had 
instantly made Deke stand up and take attention, even 
before they’d exchanged a word. 

The guys were taller and bulkier than Blake and they 
really seemed to be invading his personal space. Blake took 
it all in his stride though. He just continued to smile, 
gesturing with his hands as his spoke. 


“Deke! Did you hear the question?” a voice called. 

Oh shit! He’d completely forgotten that he was 
supposed to be taking part in a Q and A presentation. He 
gave a slight shake of his head and smiled at the crowd. 
“Sorry, the jet lag is still getting to me. Can you repeat it 
for me, please?” 

The reporter, one that he recognised from People 
magazine nodded, then asked, “There are rumours that 
some of the major characters are going to be killed off this 
year. Can you tell us if one of them is you?” 

Actually, he already knew for a fact he wasn’t. While 
the fans didn’t find him sexy like some of the other cast 
members, he had a lot of followers that just loved him for 
his adorableness. While it annoyed him, at the same time 
he clung to it since it kept him steadily employed. 

Giving a coy chuckle that he knew would annoy but 
endear his fans he replied, “You know I can’t tell you that. 
Are you trying to get me into trouble?” 

On cue, one of the producers waved a mocking finger 
at the reporter. The crowd reacted as expected, with a soft 
titter of laughter. The next question was for another cast 
member, who was only in three more episodes--poor sap. At 
least that allowed Deke to turn his attention back to Blake. 

He frowned when he noted the two men were still 
there and they had somehow managed to move in even 
closer. Blake was still smiling, but there was some 
nervousness behind expression now. Then, one of the men 
reached forward and pressed what looked to be a key card 
for one of the hotel rooms into Blake’s hand. 


Blake shook his head and tried to hand it back, but the 
man refused to take it. The man and his friend didn’t seem 
to take the rejection very well. Their faces grew dark with 
anger and one of them swept his hand over the table, 
knocking over some of Blake’s comics. 

Deke had seen enough. Not caring if it got him in 
trouble, he got up and rushed over to Blake's table. 

He’d hoped that his leaving would go unnoticed, but 
damned if a few of the reporters didn’t turn their cameras 
his way, tracking his path as Deke hurried to Blake’s side. 

“Is there a problem here?” Deke asked casually. 

One of the men sneered at him. “Not anything that’s 
any of your business.” 

While Deke knew he was too small to take on the 
meatheads by himself, one of the benefits of being on one 
of the top rated shows was that security was never far 
behind him. Hooking his hand over the man’s shoulder 
Deke said, “I can make it mine and their business really 
quick if you don’t leave now.” 

The men looked like they were going to argue for a 
moment, but they took one glance at the security guards, 
then turned around and left. As they were walking away, 
Blake tossed the card at them. “Here, make sure you take 
this with you, because there is no way in hell that I’m going 
to be using it.” 

It was only then that Deke noticed how silent the 
convention hall had grown. Blake must have realised the 
same thing, because his eyes grew wide as he paled. 


“So, Deke, who’s your friend?” the People reporter 
asked, right before there was a flash as somebody took a 
picture. 

“It’s Blake Tallision and he has the best comic out 
there.” Deke reached out and held up one of the copies, 
happy to notice more flashes going off. “You guys really 
need to check it out. He's amazing and so talented.” 

Before the rush of questions that was sure to follow 
could come, Deke leaned in and whispered, “You wore a 
pair of black jeans and a Pokémon Tshirt.” 

Blake scrunched his face up. “Huh?” 

“The night of the cast party for our high school play. It 
took me a minute, but I finally remembered. What I can’t 
figure out is what you spent all your time drawing.” 

Giving Deke a timid smile, Blake said, “Maybe 
someday Ill show you.” 


Chapter Two 


Blake was packing everything up for the evening when 
Deke approached him. As always, whenever he caught sight 
of the man’s slim body and boyish grin, Blake’s heart did a 
little stutter. 

Damn, one would think that after all the passing years 
he would have got over his crush, but it’d only managed to 
grow stronger. 

“So, what are you doing for dinner?” Deke asked. 

Fating the other half of the comp sandwich they gave 
us for lunch today since I can’t afford anything else. 

Blake shrugged. “I’m tired, so I thought I would just go 
up to my room and crash.” 

“How about you let me take you out to dinner?” 

Blake felt that cursed blush creeping up on his face 
again. “I don’t know.” 

“Come on. I want to catch up. We can go to the steak 
house that’s right inside the hotel. It’s a bit pricey, but 
since my company is footing the bill, we can splurge.” 

Wow, it had taken forever, but Blake was finally getting 
what he’d always dreamed of, but never dared believe 
would ever come true...an invitation to a date with Deke. 

“Okay, sure. I am kind of hungry,” Blake conceded, his 
stomach doing a happy little flip. 

Deke scrunched up his face. “Yeah, that crap they gave 
us for lunch was terrible.” 


Actually, it had been the best food that Blake had 
eaten in a long time but he’d die before he admitted that. 
Instead, he shoved the rest of his comics into the box, then 
pushed it all under the table. 

“So, it looks like you sold a lot today,” Deke observed. 

“Yeah, thanks to you. I had to put in a rush order for 
more so I don’t run out before the week is over. Some 
customers even want to order T-shirts and stuff. I’ve hardly 
sold any of that merchandise before.” 

That had been yet another reason why Blake was 
currently broke. While it was great that he was gaining 
some attention, it had cost a fortune to rush the order. He 
just hoped it paid off in the end and he didn’t go home to an 
empty bank account. 

If the day turned out to be a one-time hit for him, he 
was going to wind up taking home a whole bunch of junk. 
His gut clenched in dread as he thought about how much 
extra that could cost him at baggage claim on his flight 
home. 

Deke reached over and put a hand on Blake’s arm. 
“Hey, are you okay?” 

“Yeah, I was wondering if today was just a fluke and 
tomorrow I’m going to end up standing all by myself 
again.” 

“I seriously doubt that will happen.” 

“How can you be so sure?” 

“You know that reporter for People?” 

“The chick with the long, curly red hair that looked 
like it weighed more than she did?” 


Deke smiled. “That would be her. By the way, her name 
is Debbie Montgomery. You may want to make a note of it.” 

“Why?” 

“Because she just sent me a text, asking if I could set 
up an interview with you tomorrow.” 

Confused and feeling as if he were in the middle of 
some surreal dream, Blake pointed at his own chest. “Me? 
Why?” 

“She bought one of your comics and has been sending 
me a Slew of texts ever since, all of them telling me how 
much she loves it.” 

Blake was certain that Deke was only trying to make 
him feel better. “Sure, like some lady from a huge magazine 
is going to give a rip about my comic.” 

“T’m telling you the god’s honest truth. Not only does 
she love it, but she’s calling her friend from Logo to see if 
they would be interested in doing a feature on it.” 

Blake pinched his arm, letting out a hiss of pain. 
“Okay, so I’m not dreaming. I just don’t get how this all 
happened.” 

A bitter smile crossed Deke’s face. “Once in a while 
true talent is actually given the credit it's due and this is 
one of those rare times.” 

“T just write dirty comic books.” 

“No, you write art. There’s a huge difference. You need 
to give yourself more credit.” 

Stunned, Blake was silent as Deke led him to the 
restaurant and they were seated. It wasn’t until they’d 


placed their order that he finally spoke again, “I still don’t 
get it.” 

Accepting a glass of wine from the waiter, Deke tasted 
it before nodding his approval. Returning his attention to 
Blake, Deke said, “You’re a genius. It’s about time you 
learnt to accept that.” 

“Tf I’m such a genius then how come I live in my mom’s 
basement with her stinky cats and old recliners? I didn’t 
even graduate college.” 

“You underestimate yourself.” 

But Blake had worked himself into a lather and there 
was no stopping him. “You have no idea how much of a 
loser I am. I’m so broke that I’m trying to think of a 
discreet way to ask for doggy bags after we’re done here, 
so I can live off the leftovers for the next few days. I don’t 
even have enough money to buy a soda from the hotel 
vending machine. I have to run out to the party store across 
the street, and there are some pretty scary guys who hang 
out there. The last time, they promised to make me their 
bitch. I’m not sure exactly what that means but going by 
the looks on their faces, it’s not a good thing. Plus, I only 
have a few changes of clothes and now that I blew all my 
money in getting the extra merchandise here in time, I 
don’t even have enough to wash them at the laundromat. 
How pathetic is that? I don’t think I can sink any lower.” 

By this point, Blake was breathing fast, his pulse 
racing, both out of panic and from the embarrassment of 
what he’d just revealed to, literally, the man of his dreams. 


Even though he was scared of what he would find, Blake 
forced himself to glance at Deke. 

There was no anger or judgment on Deke’s face, just a 
gentle smile and a soft gaze that spoke of understanding. 
Reaching across the table, he grabbed Blake’s hand. “When 
I first moved to LA, I shared a one-bedroom apartment with 
six other guys and I had to do my laundry in the bath tub.” 

Somehow, that made Blake feel so much better. 
“Really?” 

“Yeah, we all have to start somewhere. I just happen to 
be farther along while you’re still at the beginning.” 

Blake closed his eyes and let out a groan. “I’m sorry. I 
didn’t mean to drag you down and whine about my 
problems.” 

“Isn’t that what friends are for?” 

Blake opened his eyes. “How can we be friends when 
you hardly even remember me?” 

“Let’s just say, I spent most of the day thinking back to 
that year we did the play together and I’m recalling more 
and more about you.” 

“Oh, great. I was an even bigger dork back then.” 

“On the contrary, you were as adorable then as you are 
now.” 

A thrill went through Blake at the unexpected 
compliment. “You’re just saying that to make me feel better 
because I just spilled my guts out to you.” 

Looking directly into Blake’s eyes Deke said, “No, I 
mean every word of it.” 


The raw emotion that was so plain on Deke’s face 
made a shiver of desire shoot up Blake’s spine. “I’m just a 
nobody.” 

“No, you’re Blake. The skinny, little blond who used to 
hide out in the projection room and sketch when he was 
supposed to be in gym class.” 

Blake gasped. “You remember that?” 

“Yeah, I do. It was so cute.” 

“I did it because I sucked at sports and didn’t want to 
get picked on by the jocks. Do you know how humiliating it 
is to always be picked last to be on a team?” 

Using his free hand Deke gestured to his own thin 
frame. “Uh...yeah.” 

A burst of laughter bubbled over Blake’s lips and 
before he knew it, he and Deke were both cracking up. 
Once they were finished, Deke grabbed for Blake’s hand 
again. “Now, here is what we’re going to do. After we’re 
done eating here, we’re going to go cancel your room for 
the rest of the week and you’re going to stay with me 
instead.” 

Blake shook his head. “I couldn’t impose like that.” 

Damn, it was tempting, but a guy had to have some 
sort of pride. At the moment, that was the only thing that 
Blake really owned. 

Deke fanned his thumb over Blake’s hand. “You would 
be doing me a favour. It gets pretty lonely being on the 
road like this.” 

Instead of making him feel better, that comment only 
left a bitter taste in Blake’s mouth. Jerking his hand back, 


he spat, “I’m not Julia Roberts and you’re not Richard Gere. 
I may be desperate, but I would never sink that low.” 

Deke’s eyes grew wide and he fanned his hands out. 
“No! Shit, I’m messing this all up. I just wanted a friend to 
hang out with, honest.” 

Blake still wasn’t convinced. He narrowed his gaze 
“Really? You’re just doing this out of the goodness of your 
heart?” 

“Just look at it as one artist helping another one out.” 

“So, I don’t have to do anything that would make me 
qualify as rent boy status?” 

Deke gave a soft chuckle. “Look, I’m not going to lie 
and say that I don’t think you’re the hottest thing I’ve ever 
seen. In fact, all I can think about is taking the saucer of 
butter from this table, pouring it over your naked body and 
slowly licking it off, inch-by-inch. But, if we’re going to do 
anything, it’s only going to be because we both want it and 
not because you feel indebted to me. When I make love to 
you, I want it to be free of any strings and I want to possess 
every part of you.” 

By the end of Deke’s speech, Blake was so hard and 
breathless that he was sure he was about to pass out. He 
swallowed a couple of times before saying, “I think that 
sounds like a good plan. I should warn you though, I talk in 
my sleep.” 

“That’s okay. It won’t bother me.” 

“Are you sure? I have some freaky, strange dreams, so 
I say some pretty insane shit.” 


Deke chuckled. “Somehow, that doesn’t come as a 
surprise to me.” 

Their food arrived and Blake was saved from having to 
reply. He attacked his steak like a man starved, because 
that's exactly what he was. The half of a sandwich he’d 
eaten earlier hadn’t made a dent in his hunger. It wasn’t 
until he was halfway through the meal that he remembered 
his manners. 

“Okay, I’ll stay with you, but you have to promise that 
you'll let me pay you back someday,” Blake conceded. 

Once he got home, he’d pick up his old job at the 
coffee house and work double shifts if he had to. 

“How about you promise to do a painting for me some 
day,” Deke offered. 

“A painting from a nobody like me won’t even get you 
five bucks at a garage sale.” 

“That doesn’t matter because I would never imagine 
selling it. To me, it would be priceless.” 

Okay, if Deke was trying to sweet talk his way into 
Blake’s pants, he was doing a good job of it. Because, self- 
esteem or not, Blake was two seconds from throwing 
himself at the other guy and yelling, “Take me now!” 

Clearing his throat, Blake said, “I still talk to your dad 
all the time when I go to the grocery store.” 

“I can’t believe he still insists on working there. I know 
he’s the owner, but he makes enough money to hire a 
manager.” 

Blake gave a half-shrug. “Your dad has always been a 
people person. He loves to socialise. By working at the 


store, he gets to talk to all his friends and catch up on the 
gossip." 

“I guess you have a point there. What does he say 
about me?” 

“That he’s damn proud of you, even if your show is too 
violent for his taste. He also mentioned how you were the 
grand marshal for a gay pride event. He’s so proud of you. 
Your mom is, too.” 

Deke studied him for a moment. “How about your 
parents? Do they know you’re gay?” 

“T think the Taylor Lautner posters in my room were a 
huge tip-off, but yeah, they know.” 

“Did they take it well?” 

If that wasn’t a loaded question. 

“My mom was great about it. She even stood by me 
when my dad left because he didn’t want to be under the 
same roof as a woman who could continue to love an 
abomination.” 

Deke placed a kiss on the back of Blake’s knuckles. 
“I’m sorry you had to go through that.” 

“It was one of the reasons I had to leave college. After 
he was gone, we couldn’t afford it anymore. I lost my 
apartment and then I was forced to move back home. I 
couldn’t get my old room back, because my mom had 
rented it out to make some money, but the basement isn’t 
too bad. It’s big and I have a ton of privacy.” 

Actually, it was crowded, dusty, smelly, and he had no 
privacy at all. His bed sat next to the washer, so his mother 


and the elderly lady who rented his room were always 
down there doing their laundry. 

Blake plastered on a smile. “Hey, but don’t they say to 
be a good artist you have to suffer some and live life the 
rough way first?” 

“Yeah, but that still doesn’t mean that you can’t 
experience some good, too.” 

Thinking back through the day—how Blake had nearly 
sold out of all his comics, plus the fact that he was actually 
eating dinner with Deke—proved this. When Blake had left 
home for this trip, he’d never imagined in his wildest 
dreams that things would turn out half as good. 

Smiling, he replied, “I guess you have a point there.” 

“You know what, I've decided that you need a little 
Julia treatment after all.” 

Perplexed, Blake frowned. “What do you mean?” 

“I’m going to spoil you for the rest of the week.” 

When Blake began to protest, Deke held up a hand. 
“Remember, this isn’t on my dime. A lot of the other cast 
members brought along a guest, so there is no reason why I 
can’t do the same thing. I think that you deserve to have a 
week where you're treated as the great person you are.” 

“But, no strings attached?” Blake reiterated. 

Only this time he wasn’t sure if it was Deke or himself 
who he was trying to convince. For every second that Blake 
spent with Deke he felt himself falling just a little bit 
harder. 


Chapter Three 


After they had gathered up Blake’s stuff and cancelled 
the rest of his reservation, it’d grown very late. As they 
rode the elevator up to the floor that held the nicer room, 
Blake couldn’t stifle his yawn. 

When he noticed Deke staring at him, Blake ducked 
his head. “Sorry, it’s been a long day.” 

Deke leaned against the wall of the elevator. “Don’t 
worry, we'll be in bed soon and yes, like I promised earlier 
there are two queens in my rooms, so your virtue will 
remain in place.” 

Blake gave a sly smile. “That’s been gone since that 
day I went into Tommy’s garage to help him fix his 
motorcycle.” 

That earned him an arched brow. “Tommy Danielson? 
Since when is he gay?” 

“Since he bent me over his bike and took my virginity.” 

While Blake was acting all blasé about the incident, in 
actuality it had been pretty traumatising. It had hurt like 
hell and Tommy hadn’t even bothered to so much as kiss 
Blake. Then, once they were done, he’d barely given Blake 
time to do his pants up before kicking him out. That was 
after warning Blake that if he ever spoke of the incident, 
Tommy would kill him. A threat Blake had taken seriously. 
With good reason, too, since Tommy was currently serving 
life in Jackson prison for murder. 


Deke frowned. “Tommy was a bastard. Did he hurt 
you?” 

Blake forced himself to shrug. “I’ve always been able 
to handle myself.” 

“Why do I have a feeling that you’re not telling me 
everything?” 

A pulse of fear went through Blake as he remembered 
the smell of grease, the way Tommy’s hot breath had felt 
against the back of his neck, the utter humiliation that had 
come over Blake as he’d walked home. 

“It’s no big deal. I’ll bet most first times aren't exactly 
the best,” Blake replied. 

“I would have made sure you'd loved it,” Deke 
breathed. 

A sense of bitterness and regret washed over Blake. 
“You would've had to notice I was alive in the first place. 
Not that I blame you for not knowing who I was. I barely 
had any friends and I never spoke up or anything. In fact, I 
made it a point not to get noticed while I was in school. It 
made things so much easier that way.” 

Until his father had left, it had been much the same 
way at home, too. While it had hurt him in so many ways, in 
another way it was a small blessing. It had caused Blake to 
take refuge in his drawing and in the end it had made him a 
better artist. 

The elevator doors opened, ending whatever further 
conversation may have taken place. Blake hoisted up his 
backpack, which happened to be his only piece of luggage, 
and walked out. The boxes of his merchandise would 


hopefully be waiting at the front desk for him in the 
morning. 

He followed Deke down the long, heavily carpeted 
hallway. All the while he tried hard not to gape at the nice 
furniture in the lounge area and the high-priced artwork on 
the wall. It sure as hell beat the plain vanilla décor on 
Blake’s floor. 

When Deke opened the door, Blake wasn’t overly 
surprised to find himself entering a huge, upscale suite. It 
still didn’t mean that Blake wasn’t impressed. He even 
reached out to touch the marble countertop of the 
kitchenette. His heart skipped in excitement when he 
spotted a huge whirlpool tub. 

Damn, he’d give his left nut to spend an hour in that 
thing. His back had always been prone to muscle spasms 
and after standing for most of the day, he was hurting. 

As if sensing his thoughts, Deke ran a hand over 
Blake’s shoulder. “Why don’t you take a long soak? I have 
some calls to make, so it’s not like you’ll be ignoring me or 
anything.” 

It was all Blake could do not to dance on the balls of 
his feet in excitement. “You sure you don’t mind?” 

Even as he asked that, he was already opening his bag 
to take out his sleeping pants. He was so geeky he didn’t 
even care that they had cartoon pictures of The Muppets all 
over them. 

Deke waved him away and Blake retreated to the 
bathroom. He filled the tub up and got in, the muscles in 


his body instantly relaxing. He let out a sigh of relief as he 
sank deeper into the hot water. 

Okay, he must have died, because this was heaven. 
There could be no other explanation. As he closed his eyes, 
he allowed himself to drift halfway to sleep. The muted 
sound of Deke’s voice came through the door. 

Blake would have liked to have stayed in there all 
night, but once he started to prune up, he knew that it was 
time to get out. He dried off, brushed his teeth and walked 
out, suddenly feeling shy. 

As promised, there were two queen beds and the 
covers were pulled down on both of them. The slutty part of 
Blake felt disappointed about that, but the sensible part 
screamed he wanted to prove he had some morals. So he 
climbed into the empty bed. 

“Thanks for letting me crash here,” Blake said, again. 

Deke pulled his own covers up. “Like I said earlier, 
you’re actually doing me a favour. It gets kind of lonely on 
these road trips. It’ll be nice to have a friendly face around 
for once.” 

“I feel the same way. I was really nervous about 
coming here. Before now, I’ve never even left Michigan, so 
it was kind of daunting coming all the way to Atlanta to 
attend the biggest comic book convention in the industry.” 

“Yet, you managed to do it. And you didn’t even know 
that I was going to be here,” Deke praised. 

Turning so that his face was hidden, Blake confessed, 
“Actually, the main reason I came was in hopes of seeing 
you. I just thought I was going to get a glimpse of you or 


maybe an autograph at the most. I never imagined that I 
would end up your roommate.” 

“It’s funny how things work out sometimes.” 

Blake smiled to himself. “Yeah, it is.” 

“Because, I know I haven’t told you this yet, but you 
came at the time I needed you the most.” 

Shocked, Blake turned around. “Why in the hell would 
you need me? You’re rich, famous and great looking.” 

“I’m so sick of being surrounded by fake people. They 
only like me because they want me to introduce them to my 
cast mates, or because I have money. Until you, nobody has 
ever wanted me for just being me.” 

“You'll always be Eric, the hot senior with the most 
incredible smile I’ve ever seen.” 

Before Blake could become embarrassed by that, Deke 
grinned. “I think that’s the nicest thing anybody has ever 
said to me.” 

“If that’s the case, then you’re hanging out with the 
wrong people.” 

“Maybe before, but not right now.” 

Then Deke turned off the light, ending the 
conversation. 


Deke let out a sigh before he massaged his fingers 
over his aching temples. It was only noon, but he was 
already sick of the damn interviews. 

What he really wanted was to grab Blake and take him 
out for some real sightseeing. Deke could vividly recall the 


look of awe on Blake’s face as he’d entered the suite last 
night, and Deke would do almost anything to see it again. 

He let out another sigh. It just wasn’t meant to be 
though. Even if Deke had managed to get away, Blake’s 
stand had been surrounded all morning. Which was great, 
since the guy obviously needed the sales, but it sucked that 
he probably wouldn’t be free until the end of the day. 

When the assistants came around with the food, Deke 
made sure Blake got some, too. From what little he’d seen 
of his friend’s body last night, Blake was way too thin. It 
was one thing to be a starving artist, but a walking skeleton 
was quite another. 

Deke saw that a lot of the people talking and hanging 
out at Blake’s stand were younger guys and girls. While he 
knew he had no right, a burst of jealousy went through him. 
Deke wanted to be the one on the receiving end of those 
charming comments and that sweet smile. Not some 
wannabe fanboys or girls. 

“Wow, I never thought I would see the day,” Linda 
leaned over and whispered in Deke’s ear. 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Where you actually took your nose out of a script long 
enough to look at anybody. Now you’re all but drooling over 
some comic book geek.” 

“He’s not a geek,” he snapped. 

The triumphant smile on Linda’s face showed that he’d 
given her the exact reaction she was looking for. “So, 
what’s his name?” 

“Blake. We went to the same high school.” 


“Were you friends back then?” she pressed. 

“No, because I was too stupid to look around and see 
that I had something great standing right in front of me.” 

“So, what are you going to do about it now?” 

“Try and prove to him that I’m worth a second 
chance.” 

She tapped her fingers on the table. “I noticed he 
stayed the night with you last night.” 

“Damn, you’re nosier than the paparazzi,” he teased. 
“Yes, he stayed with me, but he slept in the other bed. I was 
only trying to help him save some money.” 

“I guess the comic book business isn’t very lucrative?” 

“Not for somebody who’s just starting out like him. I 
thought I would give him some guidance.” 

She smiled. “Like when you made that big 
announcement to the news that you’re gay and a certain 
has-been eighties television star better shut his 
homophobic mouth before you sicked some of our zombies 
on them?” 

Deke grunted. “It probably would have ended up 
giving the zombies food poisoning.” 

She tilted her head to the side. “What was he like in 
high school?” 

“Who? The has-been actor or Blake?” 

She gave him a playful tap on the arm. “Blake.” 

“Quiet. That’s why it took me a while to remember 
him. He was always in some corner, all by himself, drawing 
in a ratty sketchbook His fingers were always smudged 
with paint and charcoal and he had the worst haircut. I 


think his parents took him to one of those cheap salon 
chains that were always having $7.99 specials. Poor guy.” 

They glanced over at Blake. While he may not have 
much more money, he was way more fashionable. He still 
had those red and black streaks running through his hair 
and they went well with his black jeans and stylishly aged 
T-shirt—the colour of which had faded from red to nearly 
pink. 

Then Blake looked over at Deke with a smile and Deke 
knew he truly was a goner. His stomach even did that 
flipping thing as his heart thudded in excitement. Just like 
in all those old bodice-ripper romance books that Deke’s 
grandmother used to insist on reading out loud to him. It 
never occurred to her that it was inappropriate material for 
a sixteen year old. She had just thought that maybe hearing 
how ’real’ love worked would shake the gay out of him. All 
it had managed to do was put him off girls even more and 
hate anything that was Civil War themed, since those were 
the only books she seemed to like to read. 

“He’s cuted-out quite a bit,” she mused. 

He cocked a brow at her. “Isn’t the term filled out?” 

“Yeah, but since he’s skinner than Angelina, cuter fits 
better. Seriously, that boy needs to eat more. Does he live 
in a homeless shelter or something?” 

It took him a couple of seconds to realise Linda’s 
question was serious, but given that she was raised in a 
rich, show-biz family, he decided to give her a pass. She 
wasn’t the best at knowing how things worked in the real 
world. She was so self-centred that she actually thought 


Linda Blair had been named after her, regardless of the fact 
the famous actress was actually decades older. 

“No, he told me last night over dinner that he lives 
with his mother.” 

Deke didn’t add the fact that it was in her basement 
and that he had to fight five cats for living space. Knowing 
Linda, she would judge Blake for that. While she was sweet, 
it only an outer shell, whereas her inner parts could be as 
sour as a lemon. 

As if proving his point, she wrinkled her perfect nose, 
the one her daddy had paid top-dollar for. “Yeah, that’s the 
bad thing about those artist types. A lot of them are poor 
and most of them never make it.” 

“Funny, people say the same thing about actors.” 

Her brows drew together in confusion. “Really?” 

Deke thought back to all the horrible cattle calls that 
he’d gone through, all the mean rejections, and the times 
where he hadn’t had enough to pay for dinner. He was 
willing to bet that Linda didn’t realise that was how most 
actors made it. 

There was a lull at their table, so Deke got up. “I'll be 
right back.” 

“Fine, but if Bert comes and asks where you are, I’m 
not covering for you,” she shot back. 

God, Deke knew it was mean of him, but he really 
hoped that they followed the books their show was based 
on and killed Linda off next season. It’s not like she 
couldn’t easily get another job. 


As for Deke, he’d been pleasantly surprised over the 
past couple of days to find that Blake wasn’t his only fan. It 
seemed the viewing population had a thing for the nerdy 
underdog and Deke’s character was quickly becoming 
popular. 

He snagged a water bottle out of the cooler on his way 
over and handed it to Blake as he walked up to the table. 
The smile of gratitude Blake shot him was so sexy it made 
Deke want to forgot the convention and all their other 
obligations and just go up to their room. 

Last night he’d held back, but damn had it been hard. 
Just one look at Blake’s slim body and Deke had wanted 
some action—him fucking Blake—Blake fucking him, he 
didn’t care how it went down, just as long as they both got 
off. 

“Thanks,” Blake said. 

He opened the bottle and swallowed, his throat moving 
oh so perfectly. Deke had to repress a groan of desire as he 
imagined how it would feel to have those pink lips wrapped 
around his cock, drinking him down instead. 

Since he couldn’t very well ask for a blow job in the 
middle of the busy convention hall, Deke cleared his throat 
and said, “It looks like you’re selling a lot.” 

Blake grinned as he stared down at his nearly empty 
table. “Yeah, ever since you gave me that shout-out it’s 
been crazy. Thanks for doing that for me.” 

“Hey, I was just pointing out true talent.” 

A blush covered Blake’s cheeks. “I’m okay.” 


“You’re amazing and it’s time you admitted that. Have 
you ever thought of moving to New York or LA? You could 
probably do way better in a bigger city.” 

Blake shrugged. “Maybe I’ll do that one day.” 

Deke wanted to kick himself. Even though he hadn’t 
meant to, he’d once again reminded Blake of how poor he 
was. He couldn’t afford an apartment as it was, let alone 
some place in a big city. 

Hoping to brighten the mood, Deke changed subjects. 
“How about you let me take you out to dinner tonight? 
There is supposed to be this really great Italian place 
nearby.” 

“Okay, but only if you let me pay you back somehow,” 
Blake hedged, his tongue darting out to lick his bottom lip. 

Damn, if that movement didn’t make Deke’s cock do a 
little ‘happy dance’. “I already told you that you don’t have 
to do anything to pay me back.” 

“But...” Blake blushed deeper, then took in a shaking 
breath. “...what if I want to?” 

It was such a sweet, yet sensual offering that Deke 
knew he was powerless to refuse. He still forced himself to 
say, “Only if you really mean it. I don’t want any regrets.” 

Blake lifted his gaze and there was no mistaking the 
raw desire in his eyes. “Are you kidding? I’ve wanted it for 
almost as long as I can remember.” 

Well, shoot. How did one respond to something that 
revealing? Deke decided to just go with his instinct. 
Reaching over the table, he cupped the back of Blake’s 
head and brought him in for a deep, heated kiss. 


It was sweet, it was sexy, it was all Blake. And it would 
have been perfect had it not been for all the camera flashes 
that went off. 


Chapter Four 


By the end of the day, Blake felt ready to pop out of his 
skin with excitement. While he’d been busy making sales, 
talking to new and old readers, plus signing actual 
autographs...who would have thought anybody would ever 
want that? He kept sneaking peeks of Deke? 

The man was more tempting every time Blake looked. 
All of the show’s cast were wearing T-shirts with their 
trademark zombies on it, but in Blake’s opinion nobody 
pulled it off better than Deke. He managed to look adorable 
with an edge of sensuality, just like he had in high school. 
Only this time, Deke was shooting heated glances in 
Blake’s direction too. 

When it came time to finally close up for the night, 
Blake almost broke out into the Party Rock Anthem. He 
quickly packed up his remaining merchandise into boxes 
and was just shoving them under the table when Deke 
approached. 

“Are you ready to go?” Deke asked, with that 
devastating grin. 

Blake bit his bottom lip, worried to voice what he truly 
wanted, for fear of coming off as slutty. Then again he’d 
allowed Deke to slip through his fingers all those years ago 
and Blake was determined not to make that same mistake 
again. Taking a deep breath, he blurted, “How about we get 
room service instead?” 


For a second Deke stood there, his face an unreadable 
mask. Blake’s heart thudded in his chest and he worried 
that maybe he’d made a mistake after all. He was just 
about to call it back, when a wicked grin spread over 
Deke’s face. “I think that’s a perfect idea.” 

A rush of relief went through Blake, to be replaced 
with brain-dulling desire. “But, can we order the food in 
after...well, you know?” 

God, he was so messing this up. Living in LA, Deke had 
probably been with a lot of great, self-assured guys. The 
last thing that he probably wanted was to be saddled with 
some babbling idiot. 

But that smile never left Deke’s face. He reached out 
and grabbed Blake’s hand. “We must be on the same 
wavelength, because I was thinking the same thing.” 

Stumbling after him, and still fully aware of the fact 
that more people were taking pictures, Blake said, 
“Really?” 

Deke only paused long enough to look over his 
shoulder so that he could wink and wave at the cameras. 
“Are you serious? All I've been able to think of today was 
getting you upstairs and in bed.” 

That prospect sent a warm thrill through Blake’s belly 
until another picture was taken and someone asked, “Is this 
your new boyfriend, Deke?” 

A sudden thought occurred to Blake. “Are all these 
photos of us together going to ruin your career?” 

“Nah, I’ve been out forever.” 


“I know, but you’ve never been photographed with 
anybody before.” 

“Ah, so you followed me enough to notice that?” 

Blake felt a warm heat come over his face as he 
realised how dorky that made him sound. 

Then Deke gave his hand a squeeze and said, “Damn, 
that’s a turn on.” 

Everything became a haze as Deke dragged him out of 
the convention room and into the main hallway. The 
elevator doors opened and Deke shoved Blake inside, 
pinned him against the wall and began to kiss him. 

Dimly, Blake was aware of a few laughs of surprise 
from the other occupants, but he was too caught up in the 
moment to care. Hell, his Granny Eddy and her preacher 
friend Bob could have been standing there and Blake 
wouldn’t have noticed. 

Yes, this was it. What he’d wanted for so long. Not only 
was he being out and true to the whole world about who he 
really was, but Blake was doing it with the one guy who 
he'd been in love with for years. 

He did at least have the decency to open his eyes long 
enough to make sure that there were only adults in the 
elevator, spotting only a couple of older looking women, 
one of whom had her cell phone out. 

“Ignore them,” Deke advised, between kisses. 

“Is it always like this with you?” Blake asked. 

“Just since the show became popular.” 

They reached their floor and Deke dragged Blake out. 
As he tagged along, Blake realised that, despite the fact he 


was only about an inch taller, Deke liked to be the one who 
called the shots. Blake was fine with that...this time. Next 
time, all bets were off, though. 

They reached the room and quickly got inside, 
grabbing for their clothes before the door was even fully 
clicked shut. 

Tossing his shirt over his head, Deke asked, “You sure 
you don’t want to eat first?” 

The only thing that Blake wanted to eat was every inch 
of Deke’s body, but he held that comment in, because even 
a small-town bumpkin like him knew that line would be 
clichéd. Instead, he lost his own shirt and shucked off his 
shoes, before moving his fingers to his belt. 

His jeans were a little tight so he had to wiggle to get 
out of them, it probably wasn’t the sexiest of moves, but 
Deke didn’t seem to mind. If anything his gaze only grew 
more heated as it lingered over Blake’s body. 

“Tm a little skinny,” Blake hedged, thinking of all the 
hunky actors that Deke worked with. 

Damn, Blake probably looked like Gumby in 
comparison, yet Deke continued to stare at him as if he 
were the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. For the first 
time in so, so long Blake felt like he wasn’t the loser who’d 
been forced to leave college, rejected by his father and 
forced to live in mother’s basement. He felt...wanted. 

They were both naked and Blake couldn’t help but 
notice that Deke was tanned all over. He briefly wondered 
how he managed that without burning any sensitive parts, 
then Deke crooked his finger and Blake forgot about 


anything else, but getting on his back and Deke being 
inside him. 

So, when Deke laid him down and just began to gently 
kiss his way down Blake’s body a bit of confusion and 
frustration went through Blake. He’d waited so long for this 
moment that he didn’t want to have to put it off any longer. 
That was until Deke’s teeth found Blake’s nipple and gently 
tugged 

White, hot flashes of pleasure shot through Blake, he 
arched up, a single word slipping past his lips, “Eric!” 

Deke looked up, raw pleasure in his eyes, none of the 
jaded expressions that the star had shown so often during 
the past days. Blake made a silent vow to himself that even 
though they had only the rest of the week, he’d find a way 
for Deke to realise that his old self was just as important as 
the new famous one. 

After a savage grin, Deke dipped his head and began 
to kiss his way down Blake, seeming to take great delight in 
learning every ridge and dip of his torso. By the time Deke 
reached his cock, Blake was ready to beg for mercy. He was 
pretty sure he even managed to get a few babbled pleas out 
between the gasps and groans. 

Then finally, when he thought he’d never feel it, the 
velvet glide of Deke’s tongue caressed the tip of Blake’s 
cock. Blake thrust up, trying hard to get in deeper without 
taking things too far and gagging Deke. It was so hard 
though, because Blake wanted it so bad. 

As if sensing his urgency, Deke made a low humming, 
soothing sound, at the same time, running one palm up 


Blake’s flank. The message was wordless, but it still came 
across loud and clear—I have you and I’m not letting go 
anytime soon, so just lay back and enjoy the ride. 

So, that’s what Blake did. He allowed his lids to flutter 
close as the pleasure rushed up his spine Damn, but Deke 
had a talented mouth. A bit of resentment went through 
Blake as he wondered how Deke had learnt his technique, 
but Blake quickly pushed it aside. The moment was too 
good to let the past interfere. 

Deke worked Blake’s erection, his mouth creating the 
perfect vacuum, while his tongue did some moves that 
would have the Cirque du Soleil guys jealous. Deke must 
have also learned a few tricks from Chris Angel, because a 
bottle of lube seemed to appear out of nowhere. 

Deke paused only long enough to slick up his fingers 
before getting back to work on Blake’s cock. A shiver of 
pleasure rippled up Blake as he felt a cool digit sliding 
inside his holee. 

Blake wanted to shout that he was ready and could 
take whatever Deke had to give him, but he was still 
reduced to sexy-muddled blabbering so he rode it out as 
Deke added a second finger, then finally a third. It wasn’t 
until then that Deke glanced up, the expression in his eyes 
clearly asking for permission. 

“Yes, fuck me,” Blake panted. 

When Deke held up a condom, Blake couldn’t help but 
blurt, “Do you have a magic hat or something? I’m afraid 
that you’re going to pull a rabbit out of something very 
embarrassing next.” 


Deke laughed. “No, I was just hopeful and stashed 
them under the pillows before we left the room this 
morning.” 

“I was just checking. I’ve read how kinky you 
Hollywood guys can get.” 

“Says the guy who draws cats having sex.” 

“They’re alien space shifters and they always do it in 
man form,” Blake countered with a chuckle. 

“Well, let’s see if we can manage some of the positions 
I’ve seen your characters in before.” 

Deke tore open the wrapper and slipped the condom 
over his cock and suddenly, the mood grew serious again. 
When Blake hooked his fingers behind his knees and pulled 
his legs back to expose himself more to Deke, he got a nod 
of approval. “That’s a good start.” 

Blake automatically began to give the polite response 
of ‘thank you’, only to have it come out as a stuttered pant 
as Deke slowly sank inside him. 

Bliss. There was no other word for it. Sure, there was 
always a bit of a burn, but that was always there as a 
promise that the fun was just beginning. It also let Blake 
know that, at long last, his dream had finally come true. 

Then Deke began to move, slowly at first, a sensual 
rhythm that soon picked up speed as sweat slicked over 
their bodies and their combined pleasure built. Not wanting 
to miss the look of pure bliss on Deke’s face, Blake tried to 
keep his eyes open, soon became too much and he gave 
into them closing. 


There was still the combined scent of their 
lovemaking, the sounds of their bodies slapping together 
and the wonderful sensation of Deke’s hard stomach 
rubbing over Blake’s cock. 

“I can’t believe that I was missing out on this all this 
time. Damn, was I stupid back then,” Deke groaned. 

That comment shocked Blake enough for him to open 
his eyes and the look of raw emotion of Deke’s face was his 
undoing. Shouting out, “Eric!” once more, Blake came, hot 
ropes of sticky semen splashing over both of them. 

“Yes, just like that. I’ll always be that for you,” Deke 
replied. 

He then gave one last hard thrust before his cock 
pulsated as he found his own release. The entire time Blake 
forced himself to keep his eyes open, wanting to burn the 
memory of how beautiful Deke looked at that moment. 
More importantly, how at peace Deke...no, Eric, looked, 
because it had been Blake who had made him feel that way. 

Blake almost ruined the moment by blurting out his 
love right then. He bit his bottom lip to hold the declaration 
in. For, while he’d been mooning after Eric for years, in all 
actuality Deke had hardly remembered Blake existed 
before the other day. 

Eric carefully lowered Blake’s legs, then rolled to the 
side. They had made a pretty good mess of the bed, since it 
was now stained with cum and lube, but Blake just didn’t 
have it in him at the moment to care. Besides, he had a 
feeling they’d just be messing the bed up at least one more 
time before the night was over. 


Eric turned toward him, giving him that smile that had 
never changed from when they’d been kids. “Hey, why 
don’t we catch a quick shower and then we can order in 
some food?” 

Running his fingers up his sticky stomach, Blake 
grunted, “I thought I saw a hot tub in the bathroom, too?” 

“Yeah, we’ll use that later. Right after we eat and then 
you fuck me.” 

Now that was a plan Blake could get into. Holding up 
his hand, he allowed Eric to tug him into the bathroom. 


Chapter Five 


It was the fifth day of the convention and they’d 
managed to sneak up to Deke’s room to have a private 
lunch, which had been no easy feat. Ever since the pictures 
of him kissing Blake had been blasted all over the internet, 
Deke’s agent and the show’s producers had been onto him 
to make some kind of official statement to the press. 

Damn it, why couldn’t they just leave his private life 
alone and separate from his work? Just because he worked 
for a popular television show shouldn’t mean that his whole 
life was up for grabs. Yet, it was and he’d even been the 
one who’d opened up the door that first day by calling all 
the attention to Blake. 

Sure, it had all been to help Blake out and it had 
helped too—Blake barely had anything left to sell and he 
was already taking orders to mail out once he got back 
home—but at the same time Deke had inadvertently thrust 
his lover into the spotlight and he just hoped that Blake 
didn’t end up resenting him for it. 

They were both lying on their stomachs, naked, while 
they ate pizza. Deke was using Blake’s back as a plate 
because it was so much fun to lick the sauce away. They 
had just finished up when Blake’s cell phone rang. 

Deke reached over and snagged it off the nightstand. 
It was an older model and looked to be one of those pay-as- 
you-go kinds and it reminded Deke just how much Blake 


struggled. It made Deke want to take the man under his 
wing and help him out. In fact, it was something he’d been 
thinking of a lot in the past few days. 

It would be so easy to take Blake back to LA with him. 
Lord knows Deke had more than enough room and it 
sounded like Blake wasn’t happy where he was. Plus, once 
he was in LA, then maybe Blake could make some contacts 
to further his career or Deke could convince him to go back 
to college. Sure, Deke would have to pay for it, but he 
didn’t mind. 

Deke let out a sigh. Shit, why didn’t he at least man up 
and admit it to himself? He wanted more than to shelter 
Blake. Somehow, even as jaded as he’d become over the 
past couple of years, he was falling in love with Blake. 

It wasn’t one of those love at first sight things, either, 
because the more time he spent in Blake’s presence, the 
more Deke remembered the shy, awkward teen Blake had 
been. Each and every memory that had come back to Deke 
had only made him fall deeper for Blake, too. 

He recalled the time Blake had drawn a sketch of him 
in the role of Puck. Why he hadn’t remembered it until just 
then was a true testament at how airheaded Deke had 
been. It had only been a crude, pencil thing, but even back 
then it had been so beautiful and shown such promise. 
Deke had just been about to compliment Blake on it when 
he had quickly shut the book and ran from the room as 
some of the other cast members burst in. 

How Deke wished he’d chased Blake down and 
encouraged him to speak up. Maybe then they wouldn’t 


have lost all that time. But Deke had been so self-centred 
back then, he’d been too stupid to realise he’d just lost out 
on the biggest opportunity of his life. 

The sound of Blake’s voice drew him out of his 
musings. Even though Blake had the phone pressed to his 
ear, his mom’s voice was pretty loud, so Deke could hear 
both ends of the conversation. 

“There were more pictures of you and that zombie guy 
up on the gossip shows today. I even saw one of them on 
those magazines in the supermarket stand. He had you 
against the wall of the elevator and looked like he was 
trying to suck your brains out of your mouth.” 

A blush covered Blake’s face as he rolled his eyes. “We 
were just kissing, Ma.” 

“Yeah, that’s all I said I was doing with your dad and 
then, boom, up shows a baby Blake nine months later.” 

“T don’t think that’s going to be an issue in this case.” 

“So, when are you coming home?” she asked. 

Deke felt his gut clench as he waited for the response. 
Damn it, call him selfish, reckless or just stupid-with-love 
but he didn’t want Blake to go anywhere but back to LA 
with him. 

Blake let out a sigh. “My flight leaves day after 
tomorrow.” 

“The basement's going to be a bit more crowded when 
you get back.” 

Deke felt Blake tense. “Why is that?” 

“I found another stray cat and this one just had a 
whole bunch of babies last night.” 


Somehow, Blake managed to grow tenser. His voice 
even warbled a bit when he asked, “Where was she when 
she gave birth to the kittens?” 

“On your bed.” 

When Blake let out a sound that was equal parts 
whimper and groan, Deke felt his heart going out to the 
guy. “That was the only piece of furniture I managed to get 
out of my apartment. Now I have nothing.” 

“It was just a ratty futon. I can put a blanket on it and 
you won’t even notice the stain. The smell just blends in 
with everything else down there,” she barked. 

When Blake didn’t argue back, it made Deke wonder 
just how awful the guy’s living arrangements were. It also 
made him wonder what in the hell kind of a mother would 
make her kid live like that? 

But it seemed that she had one last zinger saved up 
—“Well, we wouldn’t have been in this situation if your 
father had stayed, but I kicked him out for not accepting 
you as you are.” 

It was at that moment that Deke heard it. It was 
something that he’d picked up quickly from his time living 
in LA, the underlying tone of voice that showed she was 
hiding something. And not just something small either, but 
a big thing that would probably change everything to her 
disadvantage if Blake were to ever find out what it was. 

Deke had to bite his tongue to hold back his anger as 
he heard Blake rush out an apology to his mother. By the 
time he’d hung up, he even agreed to be the one to scrub 
up the mess when he got home. 


Blake snapped the phone closed and tossed it to the 
side. “Sorry about that. My mom really gets dramatic when 
it comes to her cats sometimes.” 

“Has she always been that way?” Deke asked, 
carefully. 

“What? Obsessed with cats? Yeah, she would collect a 
whole bunch of them and always throw such a fit when Dad 
would finally get pissed and make her get rid of them. Then 
she would hide out in their bedroom for a week, refusing to 
talk to anybody until he allowed her to start bringing them 
home again.” 

“How many times did that happen?” 

Obviously uneasy with the subject, Blake got up and 
pulled his pants back on, grabbing a nearby towel to 
awkwardly wipe off his back. “I don’t know. It happened so 
often I lost count. It'd been going on since I was a little 
kid.” 

Deke’s suspicions grew. “When was the last time you 
spoke to your father?” 

“When I came out and he told me he wasn’t surprised I 
ended up that way after the way my mother raised me. He 
then apologised for not taking me and leaving years ago 
when he still could have made a real man out of me.” 

Blake pulled his shirt on with short, jerky movements. 
“Look, I know they may not sound like the best parents, but 
I owe it to them.” 

“Owe them what?” 

Now fully dressed, Blake wrapped his arms around his 
stomach and at that moment, he looked so lost, so broken 


and so hopeless that Deke wanted to protect him more than 
ever. “What do you mean? I ruined their marriage.” 

Deke took a deep breath and decided to be brutally 
honest and only hoped that it didn’t come back to bitch slap 
him. “From the sounds of things, their marriage was long 
over and they both just used you as an excuse to end it. 
Which, in my way of thinking, is a real shitty thing for them 
to do to you.” 

Deke expected Blake to deny the accusation, or worse, 
lash out in anger. Instead he seemed to fold into himself 
even more. “I know, but I still feel like I have to fix it.” 

“You need to get away and make a life for yourself. 
You’re so talented. I know you can go far if you just try.” 

Blake glanced up, his gaze empty of all hope. “And just 
how am I supposed to do that? Sure I had a great week, but 
once the convention is over I’ll just go back to obscurity 
and become another one of my mother’s basement 
dwellers.” 

“Come to LA with me,” Deke blurted. 

The air in the room seemed to freeze as they stared at 
each other, Deke holding his breath in anticipation, while 
Blake’s face was an unreadable mask. 

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Blake gave 
him a sad smile. “I wish I could, but then I would just be 
proving my father right. He said that I’d never make it as 
an author and if I move in with you and let you take care of 
me like some kind of gay version of a trophy wife, I’ll just 
be proving him right. I appreciate the offer and you have no 


idea how much I wish I could take you up on it, but it’s just 
not possible.” 

Then, before Deke could think up of any further 
argument, Blake left the room, shutting the door quietly 
behind him. Dismayed and at a loss as to what he should 
do, Deke flopped back on the bed with a moan. 

Well, that could have gone much, much better. Shit, 
why was he always fucking things up as far as Blake was 
concerned? Deke stayed in that position for a while, 
wallowing in self-pity until his own cell began to ring, 
reminding him of his obligations. 


Several hours later, Deke was in no better spirits. 
While he’d been going through the moves, signing 
autographs, posing for pictures and talking to fans, he 
couldn’t get the issue of Blake off his mind. 

There had to be some way for them to be together and 
keep Blake from feeling bad about leaving. Damn it, if there 
was anybody who deserved a happily-ever-after it was 
Blake. He had worked so hard and was so caring that it was 
time for life to cut the kid a break, if only for once. 

“What is up with you?” Linda whispered. 

Even though he knew she could be a blabbermouth, 
Deke needed to unload on somebody, so he spilled the 
whole story out for her. For once, Linda didn’t act shallow 
or privileged. Her eyes even watered up a bit as he 
explained the confrontation with Blake. 

“You can’t let him go back and sleep in cat afterbirth,” 
she gasped, once Deke was finished. 


“First off, eww...what a way to put that, and second, I 
thought you said he was just some comic book nerd.” 

“That was before I knew he was your nerd. Besides, I 
can tell how much you like him. I don’t think I’ve ever seen 
you smile this much before.” 

Maybe so, but at that moment Deke’s heart felt like it 
was being eaten by a zombie, especially when he glanced 
over and saw the dejected expression on Blake’s face. 

“Oh...my...God...You love him!” Linda accused, like 
Deke had just committed a capital crime. 

“Shhh...” he hissed, glancing around at the press. “Yes, 
I do.” 

“Does he love you?” 

Deke thought about that... Did Blake love him or was it 
just a puppy crush that he’d harboured for years? Then 
Deke recalled all the shared whispers, caresses and moans 
over the past few days and he knew that what Blake felt for 
him was just as strong. “Yes, I think he does.” 

“Then you better not fuck it up,” she snapped. 

He blinked, surprised at her ferocity and language. “I 
didn’t know my personal life meant so much to you.” 

She rolled her eyes. “Please, you’re the only one in the 
cast who doesn’t resent me for who my parents are and you 
treat me like just another crew member. That means more 
to me than you will ever know.” 

Deke found himself at a loss for words, while he’d 
always known the animosity had been there, he’d always 
assumed that she’d been too shallow to realise it. A wave of 
guilt came over him as he became painfully aware of how, 


once again, he’d missed something great that had been 
standing in front of him. Only this time it had been a true 
friend. 

She leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek. 
“How many days do we have until he leaves?” 

“Two.” 

She smiled that wicked grin of hers that always let 
Deke know she had some plan cooking. “That’s plenty of 
time for me to work my magic. Leave everything up to your 
fairy godmother. I will make sure your pumpkin turns into a 
coach.” 

“You have been watching way too many fairy tale 
movies lately,” Deke teased. 

“Of course I have. That way I can imagine I’m the 
princess in them,” she replied with a flick of her hair. 

Despite himself, Deke felt a smidgen of hope and 
thanks to Linda of all people. It just showed that a person 
really couldn’t judge another by a first impression. A 
mistake that Deke had made twice, but was determined to 
never make again. 


Chapter Six 


It was the last day and Deke felt a painful sensation in 
his chest grow with each passing second. For what had to 
be the hundredth time that day, he glanced at the clock, his 
stomach dropping when he realised he had only half an 
hour before the convention finally ended. There would be a 
going-away party, but Blake wouldn’t be attending because 
he’d booked an earlier flight. 

Linda had been absent most of the day, and Deke 
found himself jumping to her defence more than once when 
another cast member grumbled over her receiving 
preferential treatment. 

Looking over at where Blake's table had been, Deke 
found only an empty space, much like his hopes were 
becoming. Blake had left a while before to pack and get 
ready to leave. To return to his emotionally abusive mother, 
a gaggle of cats, and that god-forsaken futon. 

Then a horrible thought seized him as Deke realised 
why Blake had left a few minutes early. 

Damn it all, but he’s trying to avoid saying goodbye. By 
leaving without seeing him again, Blake was trying to avoid 
the whole I love you but we can’t ever be together spiel. 

“Fuck that,” Deke said as he shot to his feet. 

When he bounded from the stage, he heard some cast 
members calling his name, but he didn’t look back. They 


could sic every assistant, zombie and paparazzi on his ass, 
but there was no way he was going back. 

He rushed to the entrance just in time to see that his 
suspicions had been correct. Blake stood at the front door, 
his tattered duffle bag slung over his shoulder. 

“Where are you going?” Deke shouted, attracting the 
attention of just about everybody in the vicinity. 

Blake jerked his head up, his eyes were bloodshot and 
he looked like Deke felt, so torn and lost. He still managed 
to give Deke a ghost of a smile. “I figured I’d get to the 
airport early, so I don’t miss my flight.” 

Desperate for more time, Deke took a step forward. 
“Don’t go. Please.” 

The smile slipped from Blake’s lips as his face 
crumpled a brief moment. Ever the trooper, he quickly 
composed himself and ran a hand through his hair, messing 
up the red and black spikes. 

“I wish I could, but I...” Blake trailed off, looking at his 
feet. 

Deke wanted to scream and use every bit of 
manipulation in his power to make Blake change his mind 
and let go of his pride. In the end, Deke knew he couldn’t 
do that, though, because if he did then he’d be no better 
than Blake’s jerky parents. 

“Comic book boy! Wait up!” Linda called as she came 
running across the lobby. 

She wore a tight top that ensured that every man, 
aside from Deke and Blake, ogled her breasts and a skirt 
that was so short it could have passed as a scarf. At that 


moment though, she was the most beautiful thing Deke had 
seen because, going by the look on her overly made-up 
face, she’d come up with something. 

“His name is Blake,” Deke mentioned as she came to a 
breathless stop beside them. 

She held up a finger as she panted. Finally, she ran her 
hands through her hair and smiled. “Wow! That was a 
much tougher run than the ones my personal trainer puts 
me through.” 

Deke cocked a brow, but didn’t call her out on that fib. 
The only thing that she ever did that could pass for exercise 
was moving on the dance floor. But since she was going out 
of her way to literally save his love, Deke decided not to 
mention that little bit of info. 

She held out a piece of paper to Blake. “This is for 
you.” 

“What is it?” he asked, his brows drawn together in 
confusion. 

“It's from some club owner. He just bought a new 
place and wants to redesign it, go all weird and cool with a 
whole graffiti/comic book thing on all the walls. It’s going 
to take a while, since he wants only you to be in charge of 
the work, but he’s offering a pretty good commission.” 

Blake opened the paper, his eyes widening as he 
studied it. The money must be pretty good indeed. “But... 
but why would he want me?” 

She gave him a triumphant smile. “He saw your comic 
book and fell in love with your style. The only question is— 


can you make the pictures bigger than the little boxes on 
the pages?” 

Blake, bless his heart, didn't shoot her a ‘duh’ look. 
Instead, he just gave her a huge grin. “Thanks.” 

“So, does that mean you’ll say yes? He wants you to fly 
out to LA right away to start.” 

Blake opened and closed his mouth a few times, 
clearly thrown off kilter by the news. “I don’t know...I really 
can’t pass up the opportunity...but my mom...” 

“Has her damn cats. It’s about time she shared you 
with rest of the world,” Deke cut in. 

Blake started, looked over at him with a shocked 
expression. “But where will I stay?” 

“With me, by my side, where you belong.” When Blake 
looked like he was going to argue, Deke rushed forward 
and put his hands on his shoulders. Looking deep into his 
gaze, Deke finally let it all out because at this point he had 
everything to lose. “I love you.” 

“I love you, too,” Blake said, before breaking the spell 
by continuing. “But what if I go out there and it doesn’t 
work out? I don’t want to always be the needy one in our 
relationship. My mother was like that with my dad and look 
how they turned out.” 

Deke tightened his grip. “Don’t you realise? I need you 
more than you could ever need me.” 

Blake let out a snort. “Yeah, like some kind of famous 
actor needs some untalented artist wannabe hanging onto 
his arm.” 


“Damn it, it’s more than just money and talent, the 
latter of which you have more of than you'll ever know. 
When I’m with you, I can be me...Eric, the name I was born 
with and grew up with and for the first time, I feel like I’m 
being true to myself. Even back in high school I held 
everything back. You may have been the quiet one, but for 
all my popularity and boisterous talking, I was hiding away 
from the world way more than you. But, not anymore. You 
are the other part of me, Blake. You always have been. I 
was just too stupid to realise it until this week.” 

“But, what if you find out that you hate living with 
me?” Blake asked, a flicker of hope coming to his eyes. 

“Since we’ve spent the better part of the week 
together, I pretty much already know all your bad habits, 
and I find most of them kinda endearing. Even the way you 
mumble your story plots out in your sleep. As for me, I may 
be a bit of a slob, but I know I have to be better than a 
basement full of cats.” 

“Don’t forget the futon filled with afterbirth!” Linda 
added. 

Blake blushed slightly, but still smiled. “You had to tell 
her about that.” 

“Did you seriously expect me to keep something that 
tragic a secret?” Deke countered playfully, before taking a 
deep breath. “So, how about it? Are we going to do this?” 

Blake nibbled on his bottom lip. “Well, I do have to 
admit, you’re less of a bed hog than the cats. You don’t 
make me sneeze, either. On the other hand, you do leave 
behind just as many scratches on my back.” 


“Just shut up and say yes already,” Deke pleaded, 
shifting his arms so they were wrapped around Blake’s 
waist. 

Blake only had to tilt his head up the slightest bit so 
they could lock gazes again and the love that Deke saw in 
Blake’s eyes made him nearly shake with joy. 

“Yes, Eric. I’ll move in with you. Just don’t expect me 
to do any of the cooking, because I suck at it so bad that 
not even the cats will eat it.” 

Giving him a quick, hard kiss, Deke found himself 
grinning like some kind of idiot, but he couldn’t have cared 
less. It’s really happening! I can’t believe it. “Lucky for both 
of us, I’m a great cook.” 

“How soon can we leave?” Blake asked, a wicked 
gleam coming over his face. 

Reading his intent, Deke ran a hand over Blake’s ass. 
“For LA or the room?” 

“Let’s go to the room first, then we can go to LA to 
stay.” 

That sounded so good to Deke that he didn’t think any 
screenwriter, romance author or poet could have written a 
better happily-ever-after. 


Chapter Seven 


One year later 


Deke grabbed two mugs of coffee and carried them up 
the stairs to the loft that had been converted into a studio 
for Blake. As he entered the doorway, he paused for a 
moment, drinking in the image of his lover. 

The previous twelve months had been pure magic. 
Not only was Deke’s career taking off more than ever, but 
so was Blake's. He was in such high demand that he 
actually had to turn down some offers. Plus, some of the 
gossip rags had even started putting Blake’s name first in 
the articles about them. Something that might have 
crushed Deke’s ego, had he not loved Blake more than any 
member of the public ever could. 

Blake turned around. He wore only a pair of black 
sweats that hung low on his hips. His chest and feet were 
bare and they were splattered with various vibrant colours 
of paint. In front of him was his completed project, a six- 
foot high canvas picture of one of the cast members who’d 
had the misfortune of turning zombie. It was a piece that a 
talk-show had commissioned for their weekly recap of the 
show and they’d paid top dollar to make sure that it had 
been Blake and no one else who did it. 

“It’s perfect.” Deke admired it as he set the cups down 
on a nearby table. 


Blake just blushed like he always did when somebody 
complimented his work. “It’s okay. Maybe it will garner me 
enough money to send my mom a little extra this month for 
cat food.” 

It was a common joke between them, one that had 
taken on an even funnier edge since Blake was making 
enough to keep almost every cat in his hometown 
permanently fat and pampered. 

“So, what project is next on your list?” Deke asked. 

“Tm going to paint you.” 

After making that declaration, Blake tossed off his 
pants and underwear, showing off every inch of his body to 
Deke. Arousal spiked through Deke, making him nearly 
breathless, so it took him a few moments to reply, “It may 
have been a while since I watched Titanic, but aren’t I 
supposed to be the one getting naked.” 

Blake’s lashes fanned his cheeks as he glanced down 
while stroking his own cock. “Not in this painting.” 

Never taking his gaze off Blake, Deke quickly divested 
himself of his clothes, tossing them to the side, with little 
care to where they landed. Once he was nude, he expected 
Blake to approach him, instead Blake turned and picked up 
two paint brushes, one coated in red paint, the other in 
black. 

Some of it splattered the floor, but Blake had taken the 
care to lay down a tarp so the wood would be protected. He 
approached Deke and with the upmost care, began to paint, 
slow sensual strokes all over Deke’s body. 


Deke moaned, fisting his hands to the side as he 
fought to stand still and let Blake take control. It was hard 
though, almost as hard as his cock. It kept getting harder, 
too with each caress and flick of the paint brush. 

Blake took his time, working his way all the way up 
and down, first the front of Deke’s body, then the back. By 
the time Deke finally felt Blake’s lube coated fingers 
probing at his hole, Deke was whimpering to be fucked. 

Murmuring words of love, Blake nudged Deke onto all 
fours and then thrust inside him, filling him up in the most 
perfect way. 

Soft whispers were exchanged as they moved together, 
neither of them in a rush to end the moment. It was, in its 
own way, a work of art, then Blake leant down and 
whispered, “I love you, Eric.” 

That’s all it took. Deke came, untouched, his semen 
splattering onto the tarp, mixing with the paint that was 
already there. 

Blake let out a groan as he joined Deke in his pleasure. 
By that time, Deke’s legs were shaking so badly that he 
could no longer hold them up and they both collapsed into 
a heap on the hard floor. 

Deke let out a grunt before Blake rolled off him. They 
were both covered in paint and cum and Deke couldn’t 
think of a time when either of them had looked better. 

Blake let out a happy moan as he reached out and 
playfully tugged on Deke’s hair, no doubt leaving behind 
more paint streaks. “You saved me. You know that, don’t 
you?” 


“No, babe, you saved me. Without you my life was just 
a blank canvas. Now it’s full of colour.” 

Blake rolled his eyes. “Now that was pretty sappy, 
even coming from an actor.” 

Deke turned over until he had Blake pinned under him. 
“Just shut up and say that you'll stay with me always.” 

It was something that Deke had said every night, and 
every time Blake gave the same answer, “I will always stay 
with you, Eric. Until forever.” 
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Chapter One 


No way in hell. 

Mario struggled to keep his face neutral while hiding 
the emotions churning underneath. After years of being 
together with a man, after all, it was difficult to let go of 
the notion that he was yours. But he didn’t want his 
reaction to be misinterpreted. He did not still want Luke. 

He just didn’t want to see him—literally—sleeping with 
another man. 

He was able to let his face relax as the pair turned 
away from him. They stood with hips touching 
companionably at the kitchen counter as they huddled over 
Derek’s laptop, looking at the conference schedule. As he 
watched, Luke raised a hand to lightly rub Derek’s lower 
back, prompting Derek to absently lean and kiss Luke’s 
temple without taking his eyes from the screen. You’d think 
they were the ones who’d been together for nearly a 
decade instead of only a few months. 

Mario knew Luke and Derek belonged together and he 
would always count them as his closest friends. Hell, Luke 
had been his best friend since college. But there was 
absolutely no way he was going to share a hotel room with 
the new couple for the better part of a week. Seeing them 
together in their bed while he slept alone... 

“TIl get my own room.” 


Derek didn’t even look up. “They’re completely 
booked.” 

That caught Mario off-guard. “What? The whole 
fucking resort?” 

Luke had the grace to look guilty. “Uh, yeah. I’m sorry, 
Mario. We’re not the only conference in there that week 
and they never hold a big enough block anyway. And I’m... 
Well, I’m used to just booking one room for this every year. 
Habit.” He shrugged—the uneasy, conciliatory gesture 
enough to make him the perfect target of Mario’s growing 
discomfort. 

“So, because you conveniently ‘forgot’ about your new 
boyfriend, I have to share a room with you two lovebirds? 
Great. That just confirms everything I always knew about 
you.” 

“Knock it off.” Derek snapped his laptop closed and 
turned to square up against Mario, just as Mario had 
known he would. 

Predictable. Attack Luke, however slightly, and Derek 
comes to the rescue. 

Not that Mario would ever do anything to hurt his 
former lover. Luke was one of the gentlest souls he knew. 
But sometimes he just needed...an outlet. A physical one... 

God knows, I’m not getting it in bed. 

“Luke made a mistake and he apologised. And it’s not 
the end of the fucking world if the three of us have to sleep 
in the same room. Looks like that’s all we’ll be in it for 
anyway. The schedule is packed and then there’s the three- 
on-three tourney—” 


Luke laid a hand on Derek’s arm before stepping 
toward Mario. “I’m sorry. I understand.” And he probably 
did, more than Mario was comfortable with. His big eyes 
held an apology and Mario could feel his anger slipping 
away. 

Damn it. A nice throwdown with Luke’s big boyfriend 
would have been a good workout. Not that Derek obliged 
him often. No, Mr Cool had to be pushed a lot more than 
Mario was willing to do in the man’s own house. Ah, well... 

“Lo que sea.” He was out of here. He snagged his 
jacket from the back of the chair. “You’re right. We’ll be 
fine. After all, chulo,” he couldn’t resist adding as a taunt to 
the partner looming at Luke’s side, “we slept together for 
many, many years. And at least now I don’t have to put up 
with your hair tickling me as I sleep.” That mental image 
ruined his smirk, softening it into a smile as Luke self- 
consciously ran a hand over his crazy, corkscrew curls. 

He left the house with Derek and Luke no doubt 
thinking all was settled. And it was. Mario had the time, the 
money and the motivation. There had to be a way to get 
another room that week. 


* kK OK x 


Three days and countless hours online and phone calls 
later, Mario was no closer to getting space away from his 
teammates than he had been. Frustrated, he slumped back 
in his desk chair and pushed himself away from the 


computer. Might as well resign himself to spending an 
uncomfortable week with the lovebirds. 

Spreading his legs, he adjusted himself, then let his 
hand linger on his soft cock and balls for a soothing rub. 
God, it had been a long dry spell. He really needed to get 
back out there. But he’d dated Luke forever. They’d been a 
couple longer than many married pairs he knew. And, 
towards the end, they’d fallen into habit. When Mario had 
realised one day that he couldn’t remember the last time he 
and Luke had had sex, he’d known their relationship was in 
trouble. 

He sighed. They’d just grown apart...as lovers, anyway. 
To be honest, neither of them had been what the other man 
needed. Luke needed someone stable and easy-going, 
strong but gentle. Derek filled that bill to a T, whereas 
Mario had felt he constantly had to keep a lid on his temper 
around Luke. 

And Mario was needy, he fully admitted it. He didn’t 
want to have to be the strong one, the decision-maker all 
the time, the role he seemed to always find himself in by 
default. He wanted...needed... 

Mario shrugged when he drew a blank. Well, who 
knew what the hell he needed? But as much as he and Luke 
had loved one another, there was something inside Mario 
that had remained unsatisfied. 

He gave himself one last grope, not at all thrilled with 
the idea of using his own hand...yet again. But join the club 
scene? He wasn’t in his twenties anymore and closer to 
forty than thirty now. He’d look like a fool out there next to 


the young studs. Oh, he was in shape—he had his love of 
sports and active lifestyle to thank for that. And fortunately 
genetics had smiled on him. The men in his family, even his 
abuelo, had full heads of black hair and very few wrinkles. 
But still, he was no college kid. And young things didn’t 
appeal to him anyway. 

No. He wanted a man, closer to his age, mature, fit... 

Maybe he’d manage to hook up with someone at the 
conference. 

He rolled his eyes at the reminder that he wouldn’t 
even have a private place to bring someone up to, but 
perhaps he’d luck out and find someone with their own 
room... 

He straightened abruptly. Someone with their own 
room? He’d been thinking about a pick-up, but maybe 
someone out there who was travelling alone, or as the odd 
man out like Mario, would be looking to share the cost of a 
room. Excited by the possibility, but unsure of where to 
begin looking, Mario unplugged his laptop and moved to 
the couch. 

He sat for a moment, trying to figure out a starting 
point, before he gave up and called Cade, another of their 
Rough Riders teammates. He might be a quiet guy, but he 
was very Internet savvy and just always seemed to know 
things. 

“Hey, Super M, what’s up?” 

“Oh...just on my computer... Trying to figure 
something out.” 

“Did your account get hacked again?” 


“What? No...” Mario frowned. “I don’t think so.” He 
shook his head and sighed. “Okay, here’s the thing. You 
know how Luke and I always go to the annual ATSA 
conference?” He referred to the Adult Team Sports 
Association, the overseeing organisation for adult 
competitive sports. 

“Right. That’s coming up next month.” 

“Yes. And Luke always takes care of the registration 
details and so forth. Well, Derek’s going this year, of 
course.” 

Derek had taken over as the de facto head coach of 
their multi-sport, competitive adult team, though Mario and 
Luke had also technically retained coaching status of the 
team they’d formed together over ten years ago. The three 
had settled into a somewhat natural division of labour, with 
Derek providing the leadership, training know-how and 
strategy during practices and games, Luke taking care of 
details like finances, paperwork and registrations for 
tournaments, and Mario managing the equipment, 
arranging field time and acting as a liaison with other 
teams on setting up their seasonal schedules and 
scrimmages. 

“Sure. Oh... Don’t tell me. Luke only booked one 
room.” 

Mario pulled the phone away to stare at it for a 
moment. “You’re scary, you know that?” 

Cade laughed. “Well, you know how you do something 
the same way for years. It gets to be a habit. I can totally 


see him going through the reg process and booking just 
one room.” 

“Yes and the resort is full.” 

“Oh crap. So...do they have an overflow suggestion?” 

“Not really possible. It’s kind of in the middle of 
nowhere. I’d be driving from a ways away. And, since all 
the events are right there at the resort, plus the basketball 
tournament, I don’t want to have to rent a car and drive all 
over. But I was thinking... Maybe someone needs a 
roommate to share costs? How would I find someone like 
that?” 

“Hmm...” Mario could hear keys clicking in the 
background as Cade typed. “Okay, is there a chat board or 
group for the convention?” 

Mario gave a derisive snort. “I have no fucking idea. I 
don’t do that sort of thing. And I’m not calling Luke to ask 
him.” 
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“No, I get that. Okay, I’m on the conference website... 
They mention a Yahoo group for attendees. I’d go there. I’m 
emailing the site admin explaining that you’re an attendee 
and need the link to join the group. I’ll have them email it 
to you. Mario Santos...” Cade continued to type as he 
mumbled, “Rough Riders...co-captain...” 

“Join a Yahoo group?” Nothing sounded lamer to Mario 
than trying to ‘talk’ to strangers online. He didn’t even IM 
or email his friends. “You know? Fuck this. I don’t know 
what to say to people. I’m being stupid. I’ll just stay with 
the guys.” 


“Its okay, man. You don’t have to do that much 
chatting. Just introduce yourself, which you can do with a 
couple of sentences and maybe do a quick post to see if 
anyone going wants someone to share expenses.” Mario 
started to protest again and Cade cut him off, continuing, 
“You can even say you’re not big into conversation and you 
just want a place to crash. Okay, that’s sent.” 

Cade walked Mario through setting up a bare-bones 
profile and linking to the group, then how to navigate the 
group. Mario was relieved to see a few ‘threads’ had 
roommate in the title. Cade ended up basically dictating his 
post for him. 

“Okay, okay,” Mario finally protested, “I’ve taken up 
enough of your time. Come on. I can figure it out from here. 
So, people will just answer this?” 

“Yes, I have it set up so replies to your post come 
directly to you in an email.” 

Mario felt inexplicably relieved. “I can just email with 
someone from now on?” 

“You’re such a Luddite.” Cade laughed. “Yes. Just 
email. And, if you find someone promising, you can 
exchange your actual emails or phone numbers and take it 
off-post.” 

“Whatever that means. Okay. Thanks, man.” Mario 
took a deep breath, feeling hope for the first time since 
he’d found out about the snafu. “And Cade? Can you not... 
mention this to the guys? I mean, if it doesn’t work out... 
don’t want them to know I was trying...” 
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“No problem. My lips are sealed. Hey, lll see you 
tomorrow at Valley. Call me if you need anything.” 

Mario said goodbye and sat back with a smile. Things 
just might work out, after all. 


Chapter Two 


Jordan sat with his laptop on the desk, doing his usual 
rounds online—both inboxes, Facebook to check out the 
nieces’ and nephews’ hijinks and make sure he didn’t have 
any spam, and a few other sites he kept his eye on. 

He took a sip of his Fat Tire and scanned the ATSA 
loop. He wondered, not for the first time, whether 
SuperMariotime was the Mario who’d subbed onto his 
three-on-three team a couple of years ago at the 
conference. His teammate Imani had awakened with a 
painful kink in his back the morning of the basketball 
tourney kick-off and a friend of a friend had found a guy 
who wasn’t playing on a team to fill in. They’d ended up 
getting smoked in the first game and had lost a 
heartbreaker in overtime to be eliminated in the second, 
but Mario had made a lasting impression on Jordan. Just a 
couple of inches shorter than him, maybe an even six feet 
and very fit...with a nicely rounded bubble butt. Serious 
dark eyes. Not friendly per se, but not cocky, either. And he 
definitely gave off a gay vibe, jock or not. 

Unfortunately, it had become obvious to Jordan after 
the game that Mario and his curly-headed co-captain were 
an item. Ironically, their team was from the metro area just 
an hour up the _ Interstate—practically neighbours 
considering that the ATSA pulled teams from all over the 
country. They’d actually played the Rough Riders once 


since the conference—football that time—but Jordan hadn’t 
had a chance to say hello after the game. He’d seen him 
again in passing at last year’s convention, again with 
‘Curly’ at his side. 

If it was the Mario he knew and he was looking for a 
roommate... What had happened to Curly? 

Well, whoever SuperMariotime was, he wasn’t having 
any luck finding a roommate for the conference. No one 
who'd replied to his post had a reservation already, and the 
resort was booked solid for that week. 

He caught himself hovering the cursor over the reply 
button. It wouldn’t hurt to respond to the guy, offer some 
encouragement and bump the thread up, even if he wasn’t 
quite ready to give up his privacy during the conference. 

Oops. Apparently he’d hit enter. Oh well...since the box 
was already open anyway... 
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Mario stood by his usual locker before the team’s 
weekly practice and spoke quietly to Cade. “It says, ‘Hi 
SuperMario. Sorry you haven’t had much luck finding a 
room. PM me your email. I might have a suggestion. 
Jordan’. What the hell’s PM mean? Is that like IM?” 

Cade snickered in his ear. “I’m almost there. I’m 
actually walking in. Hold on a sec and Ill show you.” 

“Not in the...” The line disconnected. “Carajo! Not in 
the locker room,” he muttered to himself since Cade wasn’t 
listening anymore. He sighed, remembering when he and 


Luke had broken off their relationship almost right where 
he was standing. “Why does shit always happen in the 
fucking locker room?” 

“Because we’re always here. Right? That’s what you 
told me once.” Luke bumped him from behind, almost 
knocking him off-balance. Damn it. Luke always could 
sneak up on him. “What are we talking about?” Luke 
continued as he began to unbutton his work shirt. 

“Ah...” Caught mentally flat-footed, Mario scrambled 
for something plausible and came up blank. 

His silence drew Luke’s full attention for the first time. 
He focused on Mario with a narrowed gaze. Thankfully, 
Derek and Cade approached just as Luke took a purposeful 
step towards him. 

“Hey, Mario,” Derek greeted him, but his attention was 
all on his boyfriend as he intercepted Luke for a brief kiss. 
Instead of offering his usual jibe about how sickeningly 
sweet they were, Mario took the opportunity to escape, 
grabbing Cade by the shoulder and turning him back 
towards the hallway entrance before thrusting his phone at 
him. 

“Here. Show me what to do. I need to get hold of this 
guy, pronto.” 

“Okay, okay. See—click here. Now just type a message 
and it’ll be an email to the guy—a private message instead 
of on the public post. So you can tell him your email and/or 
phone number if you want.” 

“Perfect. God, you’re a fucking lifesaver. See you out 
there.” 


Mario strolled absently out into the hall, brushing past 
two more Rough Riders in a rush to get into the team 
sports locker room. He ignored their greeting, busy trying 
to get the email typed before practice. After what seemed 
like two dozen versions, he was finally satisfied and hit 
send. Looking at the time, he swore under his breath, 
reversed direction to tuck his phone into his locker, then 
hustled out to the court. Last thing he wanted was to be the 
last guy there and have to do extra running. 

Luke sidled up to stretch his hamstrings against the 
wall right next to him. “So, what was all that ‘always in the 
locker room’ muttering about?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Fucking bullshit.” 

“Lovely. You kiss your boyfriend with that mouth?” 

“All the time.” Luke’s leer turned into an apologetic 
grimace. “Fuck. Sorry.” 

Mario shrugged impatiently. “It’s the elephant in the 
room. I don’t begrudge you your happiness with Derek. You 
should know that by now.” 

Luke looked at him searchingly for a moment. Mario 
withstood the scrutiny, knowing that, unless he satisfied 
Luke once and for all that things were fine between them, 
Luke would simply continue to hover and apologise and 
generally make every time they were together incredibly 
tense. 

Mario tried for a neutral expression, but Luke just 
sighed and shook his head before jogging away to grab a 
basketball from the nylon gear bag. He threw it at Mario’s 


head as though playing dodge ball. It surprised a laugh 
from Mario as he caught the ball, which in turn made most 
of the guys around them smile or grin in return. Almost 
everyone had a basketball and that seemed to be the cue 
for all the men to send balls flying in every direction. 

“Jesus! This isn’t recess! Come on. We’ve only got 
three hours on the court. Let’s get warmed up!” Derek 
called in his ‘coach voice’ and Mario rolled his eyes good- 
naturedly as he snagged the nearest ball from the floor, 
dribbled three steps inside the paint then took his first 
jump shot. 

Swoosh. Nothing but net. 

Mario hoped it was an omen. 
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Back from his evening run, Jordan was scrolling 
through his phone while he cooled down and spotted a new 
message from SuperMariotime. 

Hi Jordan. Thanks and I hope you know of someone I 
can room with. There are three of us coming this year but 
we only booked one room. We could make it work, but... 

Mario—which was evidently his actual name, not just a 
handle—had gone on to give Jordan his email and phone 
number. Checking the time and doing some mental math, 
he found it was way too late for a phone call in case the guy 
lived on the East Coast. He plopped down on the sofa and 
sent a text instead. 


Got your email, Available to talk? What time zone are 
you in? 

Jordan waited for a minute or so, watching his phone 
intently before he laughed at himself and got up. He’d 
barely gained his feet when his phone rang, sending a brief 
jolt of anticipation through his stomach. He checked the 
displayed number. 

Mario. 

“Hello?” 

“Hi, Jordan?” That deep, slightly accented voice was 
definitely the Mario he remembered. He’d forgotten how 
sexy he sounded. 

“Yes. Mario, right?” He sat back down and made 
himself comfortable on the couch. 

“That’s me. Thanks for responding to my...post. I 
haven’t had much luck finding a roommate for the 
convention. So, you know someone? Or is it you that’s 


looking?” 
Well...Jordan told the truth. “Technically, neither one. I 
guess I was just sympathetic to how, um...”—desperate? 


—“eager you seemed to find someone to room with.” 

“Oh.” Mario’s tone of voice was somewhere between 
disappointed and confused. 

Jordan rushed to fill the silence—“But that doesn’t 
mean I mind sharing my room. It’s not like we’re going to 
be in it for more than showering and sleeping, anyway.” A 
totally inappropriate image of the toned, tan physique 
Jordan remembered from the time they’d played basketball 
popped into his head. His imagination added rivulets of 


water from the showerhead tracing down the sculpted 
abdomen... 

He cleared his throat. “So it’s fine with me if you want 
to go two-ways on my room.” 

“Oh,” Mario said again, only this time he sounded 
relieved. “That would be great. So great. You don’t even 
know.” 

“Real jerks, huh?” 

“Pardon?” 

Jordan winced. “Sorry, man. I just meant, you went to a 
lot of work to get out of staying in the same room with guys 
I assume are your teammates, SO...” 

“Ah.” Mario chuckled. “No, they’re not that bad, really. 
Actually one of them is my best friend.” 

Interesting. “And the other?” 

There was a long pause. “He’s a friend, too, but...in a 
way, they’re...closer to one another... Don’t get me wrong, 
we're all very close, but...” Mario sighed, sounding 
uncomfortable. “It’s just a weird dynamic for personal 
reasons. I swear I’m not that hard to get along with.” 

Jordan laughed, more to try to put the other man at 
ease than from actual humour. “I’m sure you’re not.” It was 
an innocuous enough conversation...unless you knew—well, 
suspected—that one or more of the people involved were 
gay men. He thought that he could read between the lines 
and decided to give Mario the out. “Hey, any time three big 
guys have to share a room with two beds, it’s not exactly an 
ideal situation. No worries, you can bunk in with me and 
everyone can have their space.” 


“Thank you, I really appreciate it. So, have you been to 
the conference before?” There was some rustling on the 
other end of the line, as though Mario was settling onto a 
bed, or maybe undressing. 

Jordan gave his thickening cock a light rub. “Yes, 
several years now. I actually think we might have met 
before. Did you fill in for a three-on-three team—?” 

“Two years ago,” Mario chimed in, recognition 
dawning in his voice. “Jordan, that’s right. Tall guy, short 
brown hair, really bright blue eyes, yes?” 

He noticed my eye colour? Well, then again, Jordan 
had remembered Mario’s dark eyes too, so... “Yep. Good 
memory.” 

“Hmm...” Mario’s considering hum went straight to his 
semi-hard cock. “Didn’t we play you in football recently, 
too? You’re up here—” 

“Less than an hour away. Just a quick hop down I-5.” 
Jordan winced. Did it come across a bit weird and 
stalkerish knowing that right off the top of his head? He 
cleared his throat. “Small world.” He gamely attempted to 
downplay the knowledge, even as he slid his hand into his 
pants to handle his growing erection. 

“So, you’re just down the road from me right now.” 

Mario’s voice sounded even deeper than before, the 
accent even more evident. Jordan gave up any pretence and 
lifted his hips in order to slide his sweatpants down his 
legs. He sat, legs splayed, his now fully erect shaft hot in 
the cool air of his apartment. 


He probably shouldn’t be doing this. It would likely 
make rooming with the guy in a couple of weeks awkward. 
But he couldn’t deny that the memory of Mario’s dark good 
looks was having an extreme effect on his libido. And he 
didn’t want to deny it. It felt too good. There hadn’t been a 
man in his life for close to a year now, since Kai had moved 
to Seattle. And that voice... 

That brought the realisation home that the pause in 
the conversation had lengthened beyond normalcy. Jordan 
switched his phone to his left hand then licked his right 
palm and took his cock in a light, teasing grasp before he 
responded to Mario’s husky observation. 

“Just a hop, skip and a jump.” He smiled at Mario’s 
snort of amusement, then continued, “I suppose we’ll have 
to try to get you guys on the schedule for flag football again 
this year.” 

“And I’m the guy who handles that. I’ll try my hardest 
to make sure it comes to pass.” 

Why was Jordan suddenly interpreting everything 
Mario said as having some sort of innuendo? 

Maybe that has something to do with the fact you’re 
jacking off to the guy’s voice? 

“I’m not keeping you from anything, am I? I can let you 
go if you’re busy.” 

“Not at all. Just lying here on the couch.” 

Great, now Jordan was picturing that golden, muscled 
body stretched out like a buffet. His strokes were becoming 
more purposeful. Without any lubrication other than his 
spit, the friction made it slightly less than perfect...which 


was a good thing, otherwise he might really have crossed 
the line. 

“Cool. Um, what do you do for a living?” 

“I’m a personal trainer.” 

Of course he is. He gave his shaft a squeeze. “What 
gym do you work for?” 

“Actually, I freelance, but primarily use Valley Rec’s 
facilities.” 

“Oh...duh.” 

Mario full out laughed. “That doesn’t deserve a duh. I 
could very well have worked for another gym and still been 
a member of Valley for the sports. Don’t be so hard on 
yourself.” 

Speaking of hard-ons... 

“Tm sorry?” 

Jordan went cold then hot. Oh shit... Did I just say that 
out loud? 


Chapter Three 


Mario listened closely. Total silence from the other end 
of the line. Was it just his wishful thinking or had Jordan 
actually just made a comment about hard-ons? Well, if so, 
that cinched it. His gaydar was apparently as spot on as 
ever. 

Mario ran his hand up his bare chest to tweak his 
nipple, giving in to the temptation he’d been feeling ever 
since he realised who he was speaking to. Jordan freaking 
Carroll, the blue-eyed god that he and Luke had both 
admired the few times they’d seen him. At the time, Luke 
had been jealous as hell when Mario had been tapped to 
play with him in the tourney. 

And now Mario was single and Jordan was on the 
phone with him, going to share a room with him, making 
suggestive comments to him... 

I'll have to collect from Luke next time I see him. No 
matter that the bet is two years old and probably long 
forgotten. I just knew Jordan was gay. 

“That’s quite a segue to have offered up, Jordan,” 
Mario teased. “Hmm, where should I go with it?” 

“I’m not sure what you think you heard, but I didn’t 
mean...” 

“T could say something pretty risqué right now, but I 
think what I really want to do is confirm a few things. Fair 
enough?” Mario hoped Jordan would play along. His cock 


was filling and pressing against the loose fabric of his 
pants, but he ignored the tent for now, continuing to tweak 
his nips in turn. 

Jordan exhaled, then agreed, “Fair enough. What do 
you want to know?” 

Mario thought about what he wanted to ask. Never in 
a million years would he have imagined the turn this call 
had taken. Far from the stilted, awkward conversation with 
a stranger he’d expected, it had gone from a friendly 
exchange to damn near phone sex with a guy he’d been 
attracted to for a long time, albeit from a distance. 

“Are you single?” 

The answer came slowly, “Yes...” 

He reached past the waistband of his pants to right his 
cock to a more comfortable upward angle then left his hand 
there for a moment, considering. Did he dare masturbate 
with the guy on the phone? Could he even carry it off 
without giving away what he was doing? 

You seriously need to get laid, you pervert. 

But it felt good to be excited by someone else and he 
didn’t want to lose the opportunity. His libido had been 
extremely low since the break-up. Far be it from him to 
waste a perfectly good hard-on. He shucked off his pants as 
he asked his next question. 

“Are you dressed?” 


Shock reverberated through Jordan at the sheer balls 
of Mario’s question. And he’d thought the one about 
whether he was seeing anyone was bold. He was usually 


the assertive one in relationships. It was a strange feeling 
being on the receiving end of what was playing out as a 
concerted effort at seduction. Well, if Mario had the guts to 
ask... 

“No, I’m not,” he admitted. A smile curled his lips at 
the groan in reply to his words. He gave his foreskin one 
last slide. He needed some slick if they were going to do 
this. 

“Were you dressed when we started the call?” 

He grinned. “Yes. If you can call wearing sweatpants 
‘dressed’.” He rose from the couch and let his erection lead 
the way as he walked naked to his bedroom. “Are you 
dressed?” 

“Not anymore.” 

Now it was his turn to groan at the mental image that 
conjured up. Jordan’s erection was the hardest it had been 
in forever. 

He couldn’t believe he was doing this. 

So fucking hot. 

Once he’d grabbed the lube and lain down, he gave his 
shaft a haphazard drizzle then tossed the tube aside and 
spread the slick, coating his cock. “Talk to me,” he 
demanded. 

Mario laughed seductively. Then came the tell-tale 
echoey sound of being switched to hands-free. “Put the 
phone on speaker. You might need both hands.” 

Oh my God. 

“You don’t moonlight at this, do you? Because I swear 
you’d make a fucking mint.” He finally managed to get the 


speakerphone switched on and then resumed the 
increasingly rapid strokes his cock was urging him 
towards. “Are you using both hands, Mario?” 

“Just on my chest and my nips for now. My cock is 
standing straight up. It’s almost impossible to not touch it.” 

Just like that, Jordan’s mindset snapped over to his 
customary toppy personality. “Don’t you dare. Not yet. 
First, get those nips so tender you'll be feeling it the next 
time you have to wear a shirt.” 

“Ungh. Fuck, I was just reaching down for it. Damn 
you.” 

Jordan was high as a fucking kite at the thought of 
controlling Mario’s play over the phone. “That’s right. 
Hands above the waist until I say otherwise. Meanwhile, 
I’m stroking mine. Long and slow. Lots of lube.” God, it felt 
incredible. “Are you cut?” 

He could hear Mario’s breathing increase. “No. You?” 

“Nope. Mine’s nice and loose. I’m sliding it up over the 
head and back down.” He continued to put his words into 
action, picturing Mario’s cock begging for attention and 
going untouched as it pointed at the ceiling. “Mmm...” 

“Oh, fuck. Jordan...” 

“Yeah, that’s right. Give both your nipples a pinch and 
a twist then let go.” 

There was only breathing in response. 

“Your hands off your body?” 

“Yeah. Dios...” 

The rough edge to Mario’s voice as he cursed was 
almost enough to put Jordan over. He gave his cock a brutal 


squeeze to stave himself off. Time to catch Mario up. 

“Put your hands down at your sides. Without touching 
yourself, thrust up in the air. Pretend my mouth is sliding 
down over your cock and you want to bury it in my throat.” 

Mario babbled a string of curses in a broken mix of 
English and Spanish. 

So responsive... “Ready to grab that bad boy?” 

“Abh! Fuck yes!” 

“Slick it up and do what you usually do to bring 
yourself off in a hurry. What do you have there? Lube?” He 
could hear a slight squelching and pictured a pump bottle. 

“Lotion. Closest thing I have in the living room. 
Rosemary and something.” 

“Mmm, you’re going to smell good enough to eat.” 

Now Jordan could hear through the phone the 
distinctive sounds of a cock being rapidly jacked. He would 
have loved to have held Mario off longer, but he knew he 
was right there, too. 

And soon he’d be seeing him in person... 

Matching the tempo he could hear through the phone, 
he called out encouragement to Mario as they raced to the 
finish together. The harsh breathing coming through the 
speaker caught, then stopped for a few moments. 

“Oh, yeah, ahh...! Coming...” Mario panted and that 
was it. 

Lightning arced from Jordan’s balls and he went rigid 
as the sizzling pleasure poured up his cock and burst in 
pulsing jets of cum up over his hand and onto his abdomen. 
“Oh, my God. Oh yeah... Mario.” 


The only sound for a couple of minutes was their 
breathing, slowly returning to normal. A touch of unease 
set in, in the wake of the utterly unexpected and raunchy 
act. Jordan wished Mario was there so he could see his 
face, read his expression. 

“You okay?” he asked, his voice sated, even to his own 
ears. 

A snort. “Okay? Fuck, that was good. Jesus.” Mario’s 
deep voice was hoarse but Jordan could almost hear the 
satisfied smile. 

“Definitely,” he agreed, relieved that things hadn’t 
become weird. It was amazing, really, how comfortable he 
already felt with Mario. Maybe because they’d technically 
known each other for years... 

He shook his head, negating that explanation. No, 
they’d just clicked right off the bat. It didn’t happen often 
in life, but Jordan’s intuition told him that, whether the heat 
between them lasted or not, they’d likely become good 
friends. 

Jordan chatted with Mario as he cleaned himself up 
and got dressed, then they spent a few minutes on logistics, 
confirming dates of Jordan’s reservation and when they 
planned to arrive. With all the details about the convention 
meet-up squared away and promises to touch base made, 
they finally said goodnight. Jordan was left to shake his 
head ruefully at the incredible turn things had taken. 

This year’s convention definitely promised to be a 
memorable one. 


Chapter Four 


Glad to get off the crowded hotel shuttle, Mario made 
haste to descend the steps with his bag as soon as a path 
cleared, then waited for Luke and Derek outside. It had 
been standing-room-only near the door for him, while 
they’d been seated in the back row together. The desert 
Southwest heat hit him like a warm wave. Kind of surreal 
considering it had been jacket weather back home. 

He’d already texted Jordan—who had flown in last 
night—that he was on his way to the hotel. They’d spoken 
or at least texted almost every day since the first night, 
though none of their subsequent calls had been as 
erotically eventful. Mario supposed that Jordan felt the 
same way he did about letting the anticipation build until 
they were together in person and behind closed doors, 
though they hadn’t explicitly discussed it. 

Now, he sent another text. 

Out front. 

As Luke and Derek finally emerged from the shuttle 
bus, his phone signalled a text. 

Great—meet you in the lobby. 

“One of the guys?” Derek had evidently noticed his 
attention on his phone. 

“Nobody you’d know,” Mario answered honestly, 
feeling a bit smug. He hadn’t bothered to correct their 
continued assumption over the past couple of weeks that 


he’d still be sharing a room with them. They’d find out soon 
enough. 

Once inside, they waited for a desk agent to signal 
them forward. 

“Mario!” 

He turned and spied Jordan walking briskly towards 
him. Wow. He was even more gorgeous than Mario had 
remembered. His dark hair was a bit longer and he was 
dressed in nice Joe Jeans and a tight polo-style shirt, almost 
the same shade of blue as his eyes. 

Luke and Derek had been watching his approach as 
well, with matching expressions of confusion. Mario had 
just a moment to wonder exactly how he was going to greet 
Jordan, when the decision was taken from him and Jordan 
pulled him into a full-length hug. 

“Great to see you again.” Jordan pulled away, though 
he didn’t relinquish contact entirely, his hands skimming up 
and down Mario’s arms. 

“You too.” He let his gaze trace admiringly over 
Jordan’s muscular form. 

“Can I help whoever’s next?” 

Mario looked up and had to bite the inside of his cheek 
to keep from grinning at his teammates’ shocked 
expressions. He jerked his head towards the desk clerk. 
“Luke?” he prompted. 

“Oh!” Luke pulled his attention away from Mario and 
Jordan and bellied up to the counter. “Hi. Reservation for 
Briscoe.” 


After a bit of typing and gathering Luke’s driver’s 
licence and credit card, she confirmed, “That’s a double 
room with three people for four nights, checking out 
Sunday, correct?” 

Luke was nodding, but Mario couldn’t let the 
opportunity pass. “Actually, it will be only two people. I’m 
staying in room...” He trailed off, glancing at Jordan. 

“Three-oh-five,” Jordan offered helpfully. He reached 
into the front pocket of his jeans and the action drew 
Mario’s attention to the nice display of his bulge over 
muscular thighs, lovingly encased in the tight denim. A key 
was waggled in front of his rapt gaze, finally breaking his 
focus, and he smirked unrepentantly as he took it from 
Jordan. 

“The registration table’s down that hall there. I can 
take your bag up while you get checked in if you want,” 
Jordan offered. 

“Sure—” Mario began but was cut off by Luke 
grabbing his arm and giving it a not-so-gentle yank. 

“Can I speak with you for a minute?” Luke wasn’t 
waiting for an answer. He just continued to pull Mario off to 
the side...pointedly away from Jordan. Derek took a step 
forward between them and Jordan as if he were a 
bodyguard. 

For fuck’s sake... There was no heat in Mario’s 
thought. The whole scene was actually rather amusing. 

Luke had a fierce look in his eyes and, unsurprisingly, 
went off, “What the hell is going on? Who is that guy? What 


do you mean you’re not staying in our room? Why didn’t 
you tell me? You can’t do this—” 

It was the last assertion that finally wiped away 
Mario’s smile that had been lingering since he’d arrived at 
the hotel. “I can do whatever I like, Luke. Last I checked, 
you had Derek wrapped around your finger, not me—not 
anymore. There’s no way in hell I’m sharing a room with 
you two. If there had been rooms available, I would have 
booked one, but there weren’t. So I found a roommate.” 

“Are you crazy? You can’t sleep in a room with a 
complete stranger! Mario—” 

“He’s not a stranger and, again, I can do what I like.” 
Mario indicated the impatient-looking desk clerk. “You’d 
best get checked in. Go ahead and switch, if you can, to a 
nice king-sized bed. Might as well be comfortable. I sure 
will.” He arched his eyebrow. “In room three-oh-five.” 

Jordan and Derek had been watching the interaction 
between the two—Derek with a troubled scowl and Jordan 
with a considering look. 

“Ready?” Jordan asked and Mario nodded and fell in 
with him without another word to his teammates as Jordan 
led the way to the bank of elevators. 

When a door opened, Jordan reached for Mario’s bag, 
but Mario preceded him into the car. “I’d like to come up 
and get settled in first, maybe clean up a bit and change, 
then go down and register.” 

As the doors closed, Jordan stepped close enough that 
Mario could feel the warmth of his breath on his cheek. 


“You look great to me. But I’m all for doing something 
you'll need to clean up from.” 

“Is that right?” he rasped back, as his cock began to 
press against the zipper of his jeans. “What did you have in 
mind?” 

With a soft ding, the elevator stopped moving and the 
doors opened in front of them. 

“Saved by the bell,” Jordan joked then led the way 
about halfway down the hall. 

“Here we are.” His smile dropped suddenly as he 
paused with the key in his hand, hovering near the slot. “I 
should probably warn you... About the room...” 

Mario took the key from Jordan and unlocked the door. 
He stepped in to a surprisingly spacious room. The area 
they were in by the door was a sort of living room, with a 
loveseat and matching chair, a desk with a laptop set up on 
it and a mini kitchen. Past a low half-wall was the 
bedroom... 

With one king-sized bed. 

He glanced at Jordan, who, Mario could tell even on 
short acquaintance with his expressions, was worried about 
his reaction. He walked over, left his bag by the dresser 
and sat on the end of the bed. 

“I’m not sure why you’d think I’d have a problem with 
sharing this with you.” 

“I don’t, really, but it occurred to me that I shouldn’t 
have assumed. It just didn’t register that I should have 
changed the reservation to a double. Then when I checked 


in and the employee confirmed I’d requested a non-smoking 
king...” He shrugged. “I just went with it.” 

“That’s good...because I don’t smoke,” Mario teased. 

Jordan grinned back at him then moved to straddle his 
lap, standing tall over him so that he had to tilt his head to 
maintain eye contact. 

That lasted all of a few seconds before his gaze was 
naturally and inexorably drawn to the amazing physique 
right before his eyes...right within touching distance. 

He couldn’t resist anymore. He threaded two fingers 
on each side through Jordan’s belt loops and gave a light 
tug. The half-step closer he moved was enough to make 
contact between the hardening bulge in Jordan’s jeans and 
Mario’s upper chest. Sliding his hands around to cup 
Jordan’s firm ass, he nuzzled into Jordan’s abdomen before 
pressing a kiss to the shirt fabric...which rapidly 
disappeared. Evidently Jordan wanted skin on skin contract 
as much as Mario did. 

Now, when he caressed Jordan with his lips, it was 
over the sculpted moguls of his ridged abs. A sprinkling of 
dark hair tickled his lips as he traced back and forth while 
kneading his ass, learning the solid feel of him. 

“Four nights.” Jordan’s voice was rough with need. 

Mario glanced up from under his lashes, meeting his 
heated gaze. “Four nights,” he confirmed. Without losing 
contact, he pulled his hands back around to the front of 
Jordan’s pants and used both to cup and measure the ridge 
of his erection through the heavy fabric. 


“Fuck it.” Jordan reached down and pulled down the 
zip of his pants. Mario shoved his hands aside and took 
over, fishing his cock out through the opening. 

“Wow,” he admired. “You’re beautiful.” He gently 
stroked so the foreskin slid back, revealing the slick and 
blushing head. “And hard.” He tested the tension with a 
light squeeze. “And I can’t wait to taste you.” 

“Do it,” Jordan urged and, with one more glance up at 
that burning blue gaze, Mario ran his tongue around the tip 
then slowly engulfed the head. The slightly bitter tang 
made his mouth water. 

He pulled off just long enough to say, “You taste 
amazing,” then went down further. He felt Jordan settle his 
hands on him, one on his shoulder and the other on the 
back of his head, just resting there...for now. 

Normally, Mario hated the feel of pressure there, 
hated feeling trapped. But Jordan’s touch sent a thrill of 
anticipation through him. There was a slight shake to his 
hand, as though he were restraining himself from taking 
control of Mario’s head and slamming into his throat. The 
thought had him stiffening even more in the already tight 
confines of his pants. He squirmed as he continued to work 
Jordan’s cock with his tongue and lips. 

“Yeah... God that’s good, babe. Take yourself out. I’ve 
wanted to see you for so long.” 

Mario had his pants undone in record time and his 
erection practically sprang out, glad to be free of the fabric. 

Jordan took a big step back and the movement pulled 
his cock free of Mario’s mouth. He instinctively followed it 


but a strong push to his shoulders sent him backwards onto 
the bed. Jordan quickly followed and, after pulling Mario’s 
T-shirt up to his chest, he braced himself over Mario, 
aligning their cocks. He began thrusting at a steady pace 
and the motion had their erections rubbing together, 
sandwiched between their abdomens. 

Their cock heads caught slightly each time they slid 
past each other, which added to the intense upward spiral 
of pleasure. The pressure, the pace, the look in Jordan’s 
eyes as he watched Mario’s every expression intently from 
just inches away—all combined to send Mario to the brink. 

Jordan’s eyes dropped to Mario’s lips and Mario lost 
all rational thought. Just as his mouth was taken in a 
commanding, sensuous kiss—their first—the sensations 
crested and broke and he cried out into Jordan’s mouth as 
he spilled his cum between them. The new slick glide must 
have been more than Jordan could resist, because he 
picked up the pace until he was pounding against Mario, 
then abruptly straightened up and fisted himself rapidly 
until he tossed his head back and shot, adding his cum to 
the cooling smear on Mario’s stomach. 

“Hell, that was amazing. Jesus.” Mario tried to get his 
breathing under control. Just a little bit of frottage and it 
was quite possibly the best sex he’d ever had. If rubbing off 
was that good, what would actual sex be like with Jordan? 

The thought sent a shiver through him...and not 
entirely in a good way. Because, from reading all of 
Jordan’s actions so far, Mario was becoming fairly certain— 
scratch that...almost positive—that Jordan was a top. 


And so was he. Exclusively. 
Shit. 


Chapter Five 


It wasn’t until after he’d walked Mario back down to 
the registration table and Mario had picked up his packet 
that Jordan noticed a decided cooling in Mario’s attitude 
towards him. He kept a physical distance between them, 
going so far as to move a step away whenever Jordan 
moved close to him, and he wouldn’t look Jordan in the eye 
when he spoke to him, answering with monosyllabic 
responses. 

His heart sinking, it was with a great deal of 
disappointment that Jordan recognised the familiar pattern. 
Their hug of greeting notwithstanding—after all, he’d 
probably caught Mario off-guard—Jordan knew the signs of 
a closeted man when they smacked him in the face. 

During the past two conventions when he’d seen Mario 
and Luke together, Jordan had been able to peg them, for 
the most part, as a couple...but not because of anything 
overt. No, it was in the way they had looked towards each 
other, seeming to seek one another out in the crowd, and 
that he’d only caught because he’d taken an interest in 
Mario himself. 

Mario was doing a very good impression of being 
utterly alone and Jordan knew when to take a hint. 

“So, Pll see you at the room tonight. You'll probably 
need to catch up with your teammates.” 


The startled look Mario shot him was interrupted by 
the convergence of not only Luke and Derek, but also 
Jordan’s teammates—Ned and Dave. As they were 
enveloped in duelling conversations, the opportunity to talk 
was rendered moot and that was probably for the best 
anyway. 

Jordan allowed himself to be pulled along with his 
friends to the welcoming orientation, while his mind reeled 
with images from the past—all the times Kai had assured 
him in private that he was totally committed to their 
relationship...but his family just wouldn’t understand. They 
were too traditional, it would break their hearts. Best for 
them to just think Jordan was a close friend and that they 
still had hope for a future marriage and a new generation... 

Why am I always attracted to men from conservative 
cultures? 

Mario had told him during one of their phone 
conversations that he was the only son in a tight-knit 
family, that his four younger sisters had produced ten 
grandchildren for his parents...so far. He’d moved to the 
other side of the country to get away from the constant 
matchmaking, which was when he’d met Luke. 

I can’t do it again. Chemistry aside, if Mario’s one of 
those macho, closeted jocks, he can hang out in the 
wardrobe by himself. 


* xK OK K 


The sign outside the Vista Room read ‘Recruiting—Not 
Just For Teammates Anymore’. It was the last session 
Jordan planned to attend that evening, before a nice long 
run and an early bedtime. He’d managed to get through the 
day without seeing Mario... 

Which ended when he walked into the meeting room. 
They caught gazes and Jordan wasn’t surprised to see a bit 
of hurt confusion in Mario’s expression. He tried to harden 
his heart. After all, he’d been avoiding Mario only because 
it was obvious he didn’t want to bring their ‘relationship’ 
out into the open. But he just wasn’t built that way. It 
wasn’t in him to be rude to strangers, much less someone 
he’d come to care for. 

With an inward sigh of resignation, he made his way 
over to the seat beside Mario. 

“Hey.” 

“Hey, Mario.” 

The simple greetings did little to betray the 
undercurrents flowing between them as he sat down, a 
bare foot of space separating their arms. Jordan still felt 
drawn to Mario and it flat out pissed him off. He tried to 
remember the cold shoulder Mario had given him earlier to 
steel himself against the attraction that smouldered 
between them. 

He could sense that Mario was looking at him and 
turned to meet his dark eyes. After a couple of moments, 
Mario dropped his gaze and Jordan, despite his plan to 
keep his distance, nudged his arm until he raised his head 
again. 


“What’s wrong?” Jordan asked quietly in the low buzz 
of conversation. He was pretty sure he knew the answer 
already but... 

Mario smiled sadly and shrugged. “It’s okay,” he 
murmured. “I get it.” 

“Get what?” Jordan wasn’t certain why he was so 
determined to ferret the reason behind Mario’s change in 
demeanour out of him. Maybe just to have it said aloud 
between them? To put aside any doubt? 

“I can tell that you’re...not that into me.” 

“What?” 

Those piercing dark eyes examined his, a slight frown 
creasing his forehead. “Ever since our first...ah, physical 
encounter, you’ve been different. Distant.” 

A jolt of unease went through Jordan. Had he misread 
the situation? No, Mario had been the one to change first. 
He shook his head. “No. You were the one who couldn’t 
stay far enough away from me after we came back 
downstairs. I was only trying to respect your wishes, trying 
to not out you.” 

“Out me?” Now Mario looked astonished. “I’ve been 
‘out’ since I was in college and I’m not going back in. What 
gave you that idea?” 

Jordan sat back heavily in his chair. “Huh. Okay, well 
that’s good, but something was bothering you when we 
came down to registration. Something that made you pull 
back, enough to make me think you were the one with 
doubts.” 


All of a sudden, Mario had a difficult time meeting his 
eyes. So it hadn’t been his imagination. There had been 
something holding Mario aloof. 

“Well?” he prompted when Mario remained silent. 
“Please just tell me.” 

To his surprise Mario flushed. “Can we talk about this 
later? In our room?” 

Pleased more than he should be by Mario using the 
word ‘our’ to describe their room, Jordan relented, “No 
problem. But, from the way you’re reacting, we definitely 
need to get this out in the open tonight. Okay?” 

Mario nodded slowly, then smiled as the moderator 
began his presentation with, “I’m sure you all have 
opponents you love to hate...and hate to love. My advice is, 
embrace them... Keep them close...” 

“My plan exactly,” Mario whispered and Jordan knew 
his wicked expression must mirror his own. 
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They’d gone for a forty-minute run after the final 
session, finding that they kept pace nicely with one another. 
Mario admired Jordan’s effortless running form, so unusual 
in a man his size. After they had cooled down with a walk 
around the outdoor courts area, where they’d be playing 
basketball over the next couple of days, Mario was 
reluctant to face the crowds again, enjoying having Jordan 
to himself. 


“You know,” he suggested, “instead of cleaning up and 
going to the dinner, we should go for a swim and grab a 
bite from the poolside service. I’d much rather scope out 
the cabana boys than listen to the usual yada-yada.” 

Jordan blinked at him, then tossed back his head and 
laughed hard. When he finally regained his composure, he 
grinned at Mario. “That’s a great idea. Let’s do it.” 

So they rinsed off in the pool’s outdoor shower and 
found two lounge chairs side by side. Their running shorts 
were close enough to swim trunks to pass and they started 
a tab on their room with the, disappointingly, female server. 
The desert air was warm even with the sun on the wane. 
They had a couple of drinks, shared an order of nachos, a 
plate of sliders and coleslaw. 

“I feel like we’re playing hooky,” Jordan offered with a 
smirk after they’d polished off the food and reclined to let it 
settle. 

Mario was full and replete and very happy with the 
company, though he wasn’t looking forward to resuming 
their conversation from the meeting room. Once he’d 
realised that his own worry over Jordan’s status as a top 
had been what had driven the wedge between them, he’d 
been dreading having to disclose the reason for his 
behaviour. For now, though, he was thoroughly enjoying 
their time together. They really were well suited, he 
acknowledged. And, living less than an hour apart, there 
was little that would keep them from continuing to see one 
another if they were of a similar mind. 

Except, of course, the topping thing. 


He’d only ever bottomed once, just after high school, 
and it had been a less than pleasant experience. Luckily, 
given his size, since then he’d seemed to attract men 
looking for a dominant partner and, of course, he’d 
exclusively topped in his relationship with Luke. Almost two 
decades of one sexual style didn’t easily lend itself to 
change. 

How, then, to explain that to Jordan? Jordan, with his 
take-charge personality and even larger physical presence? 

He managed to push his doubts and apprehension 
aside well enough that it didn’t seem to cast a pall over the 
rest of their evening together. Eventually they made their 
way back up to their room, where the message light blinked 
a reprimand at them. They ignored it in favour of quick 
showers to clean off and get ready for bed, with Jordan 
taking first dibs. While he was waiting for his turn, Mario 
texted Luke a quick Going to bed, see you tomorrow, 
without doing more than glancing through the several 
messages from him and Derek, basically all variations on 
where the hell are you? 

When Mario emerged from his turn in the bathroom 
with a towel around his waist, he found Jordan sprawled on 
the far side of the bed, nude, watching him appreciatively. 

“You should wear that outfit more often,” Jordan 
encouraged with a leer. 

With a flash of pride, cock stirring, Mario strutted the 
last few steps to the bedside. “I kind of like yours as well.” 

“Here, let’s be one of those couples that dresses 
alike.” Jordan gave the towel a yank and flung it across the 


room. At being freed, Mario’s cock sprang upwards, while 
echoes of Jordan’s casual reference to being a couple 
pogoed around his insides. 

Jordan was gorgeous—all muscles and smooth skin. He 
encircled Mario’s wrist with one hand and gave a tug that 
brought Mario down over the top of him, braced above him. 
Their lips came together in an open, involved kiss that 
quickly escalated into groans and nips. Mario couldn’t get 
enough of those plush lips beneath his and he rotated his 
hips to thrust against Jordan’s hips, their legs entwined. 

“Turn around. I want to taste you.” Jordan gave a 
shove to Mario’s hip as he spoke, then guided him with his 
strong hands to move to straddle Jordan’s face. When 
Jordan enveloped his cock in his wet, warm mouth, he 
quickly did the same. 

They alternately teased and purposefully sucked, 
playing a sensual game of Follow the Leader...and Mario 
wouldn’t think about who was calling the shots as he 
offered pleasure and received pleasure in exchange. 

Jordan licked down Mario’s shaft to his balls and then 
beyond. Mario froze, mouth still on Jordan’s cock, as Jordan 
used a wetted finger to rub lightly against Mario’s 
entrance. Here it was, then... 

He pulled off Jordan’s cock and opened his mouth to 
protest, but his words were cut off before a single 
utterance as Jordan probed lightly then inserted one finger 
just into Mario’s hole. Jordan resumed sucking his cock and 
the combined feel of the heaven of his mouth and the odd, 


yet compelling feel of Jordan probing inside him prompted 
Mario to continue with his own ministrations. 

“God, you’re tight,” Jordan pulled off briefly to say. 
“You're this tight on my finger, you'll strangle my cock.” 

At the thought of Jordan’s cock being in its place, 
Mario groaned. Only one finger and Mario knew the cock 
he was currently having to stretch his mouth around to give 
good head, would be well larger than three. He’d have to at 
least get up to that many before... 

Mario stopped moving, in shock. What was he 
thinking? Was he actually considering it? This was the 
perfect opening to say something—anything—to let Jordan 
know that he didn’t bottom. 

Instead he was debating how much foreplay it would 
take? 

Jordan withdrew his finger, spat and resumed working 
inside Mario, while taking Mario to the back of his throat. 
Mario thrust downwards without thinking, burying himself 
deep as he neared completion. A light squeeze on his hip 
brought him back to awareness and he pulled out. “Fuck, 
sorry.” 

Jordan didn’t answer aloud, just pushed his finger all 
the way inside and pressed down on Mario’s prostate as he 
raised his head to capture Mario’s cock once more. A 
fireball of pleasure roared from Mario’s balls up through 
his cock and he came unexpectedly with a yell, pouring 
himself down Jordan’s welcoming throat. 

He was gently suckled until even that light pressure 
became too much, then Jordan withdrew his mouth and 


finger simultaneously, creating a sense of emptiness at the 
loss... 

Of that talented and snug mouth, of course. 

When Jordan eased him over on to his side, rising to 
kneel beside him, Mario came out of his drifting pleasure 
enough to remember the unabated state of Jordan’s 
erection. 

When he moved to take it in his hand, Jordan covered 
his hand with his own and used it to stroke his cock in a 
rapidly increasing rhythm. On and on, they worked 
together to bring Jordan to the pinnacle until he came with 
a hoarse cry, his intense gaze locking on Mario’s as he 
jetted cum all over Mario’s abdomen, stripping his shaft 
until nothing was left before tapping the tip of his still-firm 
erection on his hipbone. 

On the receiving end of the sexy alpha move, pinioned 
by that desire-laden stare, all Mario could do was lay there 
in repletion and accept. But he was going to have to set 
Jordan straight...soon. 

Maybe tomorrow... 


Chapter Six 


Jordan noted that it didn’t take long for Luke to track 
Mario down at breakfast the next morning. He and Mario 
had lingered in bed as long as possible before reluctantly 
getting ready and heading downstairs to face the real 
world...including Mario’s nosy best friend, who intercepted 
him as soon as he put a foot inside the large meeting room, 
where a worker looked as though he was starting to take 
down the breakfast buffet. 

“Okay, this is getting ridiculous,” Luke began with a 
brief glare aside at Jordan, who fought not to grin. He just 
couldn’t quite pull off the threatening persona. 

Mario shook his friend’s hand from his arm. “Not now, 
I’m fucking starving and they’re putting the food away.” 

Not breaking stride, Mario continued towards the 
buffet, hailing the employee who smiled, made a ‘help 
yourself’ gesture and began clearing a nearby table. Jordan 
was left to trail in his wake, alongside a clearly irritated 
Luke. 

In truth, it was interesting to watch the friends 
together. Their camaraderie was obvious, though Jordan 
had a hard time envisioning them as a couple, his 
knowledge of their history notwithstanding. Luke hovered 
and tried to engage Mario in conversation, while Mario 
ignored him with an air of long practice as he filled a plate. 
Jordan also made his selections and joined the two at what 


he hoped had been Luke’s table previously, since he 
immediately picked up a half-full glass of juice and drained 
it. 

“Are the seedings up? What time is our first game?” 
Mario asked Luke before taking a large bite of a chocolate 
croissant. 

“If you would have listened to my messages,” Luke 
responded pointedly, “you’d know we play at ten.” He 
looked up at Jordan and added grudgingly, “Your team 
plays at ten-thirty, I think.” 

“T’ll double-check, but thanks.” Jordan turned to 
Mario, who gave him a smirk and a wink before tucking 
into his fruit salad, his expression returning to one of 
disinterest just before Luke turned back towards him. 

He couldn’t restrain his chuckle this time at the 
confirmation that Mario was teasing his friend. 

“You will be there, right?” Luke prompted. 

Mario nodded, looking surprised. “Of course, chico. 
Why would you think otherwise?” 

Luke narrowed his eyes but evidently concluded that 
he wasn’t going to get anything useful from a response. He 
rose. “See you there, then.” His retreat had just a touch of 
flounce to it. 

They watched him exit the room, then looked at each 
other and burst out laughing. 

“Remind me to never get on your bad side.” Jordan 
used his napkin, then tossed it on the table. He was done 
eating, not wanting to fill up too much before the games. 


“I don’t think I have a bad side. But you’re free to 
check for yourself next time we’re naked together.” 

Jordan snorted, amused to no end by Mario’s snappy 
remarks. “Oh, I will.” 

He loved Mario’s personality and sense of humour, yet 
he had a quiet, thoughtful side as well. Then to be drop- 
dead sexy to boot? Mario was rapidly proving to be his 
ideal man. A keeper... 

He blinked, startled at the turn of his thoughts. But 
then, why should he be? Hadn’t he been pursuing Mario 
ever since fate had thrust him back into his life, given him a 
chance to actually be with the sexy fantasy man he’d met 
some time ago? And, for all that Kai had soured him on 
commitment, Mario was out and proud, so the same issues 
wouldn’t come up. And Jordan knew himself well enough to 
know that he was much happier with a steady relationship 
rather than dating around. 

So was he ready for something lasting with Mario? All 
signs pointed to yes and they hadn’t even made love yet. 
Maybe taking things a bit slower was a good idea if there 
was a chance for the long haul. Their attraction was 
explosive and hard to put aside, but continuing to build 
what they’d begun on the phone could only strengthen 
their bond. 

Jordan wanted more than a so-called shipboard 
romance. Living fewer than fifty miles apart, they would 
have all the time in the world when they returned home. 

What was the rush? 
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The Rough Riders lost in the second round, while 
Jordan’s team, The Willamette Warriors, went undefeated 
the first day. Thus they narrowly avoided going head to 
head on the courts, though there was still a possibility of 
them meeting up in the consolation bracket tomorrow if the 
Warriors were to lose their next game. 

Mario didn’t think he’d mind that at all. He’d enjoyed 
playing with Jordan a couple of years ago, but going up 
against him, with body contact, guarding him, bumping 
him... 

He began to harden and cursed under his breath. Still 
sitting on a bench by the courts in his shorts, which left 
little to the imagination unless he was completely soft—it 
wasn’t exactly the ideal time to be springing wood. 

Now, if he were up in the room with Jordan... 

Not helping! 

A brief shadow moving across his legs was the only 
warning before a large, warm body plopped down onto the 
bench next to him. Mario smiled and nudged Jordan’s leg 
with his knee. 

“Scoot over. You’re all sweaty,” he mock complained, in 
reality enjoying the contact. 

“I think you like it,” Jordan countered. He mopped his 
head and neck with a towel then ‘tossed’ it onto Mario’s 
lap...with his hand still inside. He gave Mario’s prick a 
squeeze under cover of the towel. He barely stifled a groan. 


The pressure of Jordan’s large hand felt incredible on his 
growing erection. 

“Yep. You definitely like something.” Jordan looked 
around at the mostly empty courts. “Let’s go clean up. 
You’re done for today, right?” 

“Yes, but I can’t go anywhere right now.” 

“C’mon. Just hold on to the towel,” Jordan coaxed, 
removing his hand with a slow stroke goodbye. “Nobody’s 
paying any attention anyway.” 

Mario went one better and carried his duffle bag 
strategically in front of him as they made their way up to 
the hotel room. Jordan behaved himself for the most part, 
but, as soon as they were in their room, he grasped Mario 
by the biceps and pulled him back against his body. 
Instantly, his prick went rock-hard and he stilled, waiting. 
Mario could feel the hardness of Jordan’s cock rubbing 
along his ass through their layers of clothing as Jordan 
shifted even closer and the sensation—and its implications 
—weakened his knees. 

Even as his body seemed to be all in favour of 
whatever Jordan had in mind, there was a squeezing 
sensation of panic fluttering in Mario’s chest. He took a 
deep breath to try to ease the pinch, then another. 

The grip on his arms eased to a light rub and Jordan 
pulled back until that was their only point of contact. 

A sigh gusted over Mario’s nearly bare shoulder. “Do 
you want to shower first?” 

Mario nodded, not trusting himself to answer aloud. In 
truth, he had no idea why he was freaking out. Was it 


because he was afraid of what Jordan might do, or think of 
him...or how he himself might react? 

Unable to figure out what to say and even less certain 
about what to do, he retreated to the shower and let the 
warm water beat down on him until he had little reason to 
linger. He avoided eye contact with Jordan as he exited the 
bathroom wrapped in a towel and he recalled with longing 
the teasing banter of the night before when he’d been 
wearing the same thing. 

The tense, awkward silence between them, a silence 
that Mario had created, weighed on him as Jordan moved 
to take his turn in the shower. 

As he reached the door, Mario blurted out, “Wait!” 

Jordan turned to him and his regretful expression stole 
Mario’s breath. His voice was gentle yet resigned as he 
asked, “What is it?” 

Mario began pacing, the unnamed stress requiring 
that he do something, anything. “I don’t know what’s 
happening here, but I don’t like it. I mean... I don’t know 
why, but I just got nervous. Fuck, that sounds weak as hell. 
Nervous. I guess I just...” He trailed off, not knowing what 
the hell to say when he couldn’t even explain it to himself. 
He pounded his fist into the opposite hand. “Damn it, I’m 
fucking this all up—” 

“Stop it. Just...stop.” Jordan walked back across the 
room to him and again took his arms in a gentle hold. Mario 
immediately, inexplicably, felt better and stepped into the 
contact. 


“Look at me,” Jordan commanded and Mario met those 
patient blue eyes. “You didn’t fuck anything up. It was me. I 
moved too fast.” 

“Too fast? You make me sound like a timid virgin. 
Jesus. I have had sex before, you know.” 

“It’s been a while, though, hasn’t it, since it’s been 
someone new? And, anyway, I just had the thought today 
that there’s no reason we have to do the whole life cycle of 
a holiday romance over the four days we’re here.” Jordan 
continued to rub Mario’s arms soothingly as he spoke. “We 
live close enough to one another to have options, to not 
have to jump right in with both feet. Maybe we should use 
this convention as a...big, long date, rather than a hook- 
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up. 

Mario soaked up the gentle caresses, largely relieved 
at the delay of having to deal with the Who’s on top? 
question, though part of him was disappointed at the 
thought of having to revert to a platonic friendship, 
especially while sharing a bed. “Hell of a first date. So, 
what exactly are you proposing? No sex, just...what? 
Talking?” 

The look in Jordan’s eyes went pure molten. He moved 
his hands to Mario’s back and slid them lower until he was 
cupping Mario’s ass in his palms. He gave a squeeze, his 
fingers trailing into the sensitive crease between buttocks 
and thighs. “I’m up for more than talking. But maybe stick 
with what we’ve already done, until, say, the last night 
we're here? Even then, maybe we’ll want to wait until 
we’re back on our home turf.” 


Part of Mario was still a bit worried that backing off 
would mean that Jordan would lose interest. But he was for 
the most part reassured that Jordan truly meant to give 
them time to grow together and he was touched by the 
consideration and how observant Jordan was of his 
reactions. This, then, was how it could feel to have a 
partner who would take control and make the hard 
decisions. 

It felt good. 

Relaxing fully, Mario decided to give himself over to 
Jordan’s lead. He gave Jordan a grin, which was returned 
briefly before those smiling lips took his in a sizzling kiss 
that almost had him changing his mind about the whole no- 
sex thing. 

“Okay. The next couple of days are date days. We can 
celebrate our last night here however you like.” 

“However we like,” Jordan corrected with a smile and 
a raised eyebrow. “I’m looking forward to it. In the 
meantime, how about we use my shower time to do an 
instant replay of yesterday’s?” 

Loving the way Jordan’s mind worked, Mario was 
pushing past him into the bathroom before he’d even 
finished the offer. 


Chapter Seven 


The past two days had been among the most fun, and 
the most frustrating, of Jordan’s life. The conference was 
going by in a blur and, with Mario as a default companion 
for most events, it was the best one Jordan had ever been 
to. They had ended up playing in the consolation bracket 
the day before. His size meant, instead of guarding Mario 
like he’d fantasised about, he was paired up against Derek, 
who required everything he had to keep contained. The 
Riders had edged out the Warriors, mostly because Mario 
couldn’t miss from three-point range. Even though every 
shot made meant a nail in the coffin for Jordan’s team, he 
made no secret of his pleasure at watching Mario play well. 

His teammates caught on quickly and ribbed him 
about ‘sleeping with the enemy’, but they were friends for a 
reason and soon the two teams had formed into a group of 
six for most of the rest of the conference. Even Derek and 
Luke had come around once they’d had a little more social 
contact with Jordan and had seen that he wasn’t going to 
attack Mario in his sleep or something... Well, not in a bad 
Way, anyway. 

Jordan gave a shiver as he recalled the past two days. 
He and Mario had done basically everything two men could 
do and not fuck, and it was insane how much chemistry 
there was between the two of them. And now...it was their 
last night. 


He’d purposely only had one drink at the farewell 
banquet, though he’d noticed that Mario had had a couple 
more than usual. He hadn’t got a nervous vibe from him, 
though. He hoped that meant he was as eager for this 
evening as Jordan was. He barely kept his impatience in 
check, nearly bouncing in place at the round table the six 
men were sharing, and, of course, his friend Dave noticed. 

“Jesus, Carroll, lay off the caffeine, will ya? You’re 
giving me motion sickness.” Dave’s comment naturally fell 
into a pause in the conversation, so everyone was now 
focused on him. 

Jordan deflected the sudden attention. “Just because 
I’ve still got some get up and go, unlike your lazy ass...” 
That kicked off a round of good-natured ragging and Jordan 
glanced at Mario, seated on his right. Those hypnotic dark 
eyes met his and suddenly Jordan had no desire to 
pussyfoot around anymore. He stood and Mario, after a 
startled look, followed suit. 

“Night,” he tossed back abruptly as he strode away 
from the table, not waiting for any response once he’d 
ascertained that Mario was following behind him. He didn’t 
stop until they’d reached the bank of elevators, then he 
turned to face Mario full on. 

Mario spoke first. “Our last night. It came quickly.” 

Jordan had to smile because, of course, his mind went 
there. 

“Dios, what a slip of the tongue... Jesus, can I say 
nothing neutral right now?” Mario flushed a bit, but his 
eyes were filled with humour. 


“Probably not. I think all the blood has drained from 
my brain, so, if you’re anything like me, it’s hard to put two 
words together without thinking of sex.” A light ding 
notified them that an elevator had arrived and they walked 
on to it, thankfully alone. Jordan continued once the door 
had closed, “And it’s not our last night. Just our last night 
here. Right?” 

He waited for Mario’s response, suddenly nervous. 
Was Mario thinking of this in terms of a holiday fling? An 
extended one-night stand...? 

His mind running away from him was, thankfully, 
reined to a halt by Mario placing a tender kiss on his lips. 

“That’s right. Remember? Our first date, albeit a long 
one. And we’re about to end the date...with a bang.” 

Just like that, Jordan went rock hard, coinciding with 
the uninterrupted arrival on their floor. Once at the room, 
Mario opened the door and preceded him inside, 
sauntering ahead of him with his gorgeous ass, hugged by 
dark blue denim, well on display. 

The sound of the door closing was like a leash 
breaking. He caught up with Mario by the bed, sneaking 
one hand around up under his shirt to slide up his ridged 
abdomen while cupping Mario’s hard cock with the other. 
Mario leant back against him and Jordan accepted his 
weight, nestling his erection against that taut ass as he 
explored Mario’s front with his touch. 

Mario angled his head to the side invitingly and Jordan 
latched on to the cord of his neck, nibbling and sucking 
until there was no doubt that there would be a mark on 


display tomorrow. He rocked against Mario, loving the 
uninhibited way he rubbed back on him. As he relentlessly 
tweaked Mario’s nipple, he felt Mario frantically pushing 
his hand away from his groin. He was concerned for a 
moment, then, as Mario fumbled with the fastenings of his 
jeans, his frown turned into a satisfied smile as that velvety 
soft hardness practically fell into his grasp. 

He gave Mario soft strokes, sliding his foreskin up 
over the head and back as he switched his attention to his 
other nip, all the while mouthing Mario’s neck and jaw line, 
which was delightfully prickly with stubble tonight. Mario 
reached up to lock his hands behind Jordan’s neck in a 
parody of being restrained and that nearly sent Jordan over 
the edge right then. 


Mario arched helplessly, sensations bombarding him 
from every angle—his cock being expertly handled, the 
ridge of pressure against his ass, the hot-zone of his nipples 
being tormented exactly as he loved, and the warm pants of 
Jordan’s breath on his neck... 

The fingers were moved from his tits and he moaned in 
protest, until he felt the Jordan trailing his hands down his 
sides to the back waistband of his jeans. Even loosened, 
they were too tight for Jordan to get his hand down into 
and a growl of frustration vibrated against his neck. 

He let go of Jordan’s neck and moved away to whip his 
shirt off and shove his pants down. He huffed as he realised 
his jeans weren’t coming off until he took his shoes off and 
bent to untie the laces. A small push sent him sprawling, 


thankfully atop the bed, and Jordan’s hand traced down his 
back to his bare, vulnerably exposed ass. 

Mario froze. 

“This ass...” Jordan’s voice was gravelly and deep. 
“I’ve been dreaming of it for two years. You have the best 
fucking ass. Fucking perfect.” 

The touch was light and tracing and, perversely, Mario 
wanted a stronger touch and he wriggled in frustration. 
Jordan chuckled and removed his hand entirely to unfasten 
and take off Mario’s shoes, socks and jeans. As soon as he 
was free, Jordan coaxed his legs farther apart. Mario 
swallowed his nervousness, remembering his decision 
earlier to give this an honest try, at least once, before 
making a big thing of it. 

Lube made an appearance from somewhere and it 
eased the way of Jordan’s first finger exploring inside. 
There was no pain, only the unfamiliar sensation of being 
penetrated, and Mario held on to the sense that Jordan had 
proven himself to be extremely sensitive and caring during 
their lovemaking thus far. He had no doubt that, should it 
get to be too much at any point, Jordan would respect a ‘no’ 
from Mario. But Mario didn’t plan to say no. He wasn’t 
stupid enough to think that his only foray into being topped 
in college was at all fully representative of what the act 
could be like with a caring partner. He’d done enough 
topping of his own to know that preparation was the key, 
and Jordan seemed to be relishing the foreplay as he took 
his time opening Mario, muttering encouragement all the 


while, making sure to give his prostate attention just like... 
that! 

“Ahh!” Mario thrust against the mattress and moved to 
get a hand down to his cock. 

“Uh-uh,” Jordan panted in his ear. “I’ll take care of 
you. Just ride it out. It'll be worth the wait.” 

“Fuck. Hurry then! You fucking tease!” After the words 
were out, only then did Mario realise he’d basically just 
begged Jordan to fuck him. His body didn’t seem to have a 
problem with that, doing some begging of its own, his legs 
held apart to their maximum spread without any assistance 
from Jordan, his ass arching for more... 

The distinctive crinkle of a condom wrapper was 
followed by Jordan stroking yet more slick across Mario’s 
opening. 

“Enough fucking lube, just get in me!” 

At the feel of Jordan’s cock against his asshole, Mario 
took a deep breath and tried to relax as he began to enter 
him. Fuck, it seemed like Jordan was the size of a baseball 
bat. 

“Relax, you’re perfect. Oh, God, your gorgeous ass. 
You look amazing taking my cock...” 

Jordan continued to praise Mario and he found himself 
rocking along with Jordan as he worked his way inside. The 
initial pain had morphed into an electric stretch and slide. 
Finally he felt the tap of Jordan’s balls against his own as 
he fully seated himself. 

Then he began to move. 


At the first full thrust inside, a gasp flew from Mario. 
He went again to full hardness, having softened some on 
penetration. The second and third strokes inside, angled 
perfectly to catch along his prostate, were enough to have 
pre-cum welling from his cock. 

As promised, Jordan snaked his hand underneath 
Mario and began pulling his cock with his lube-slicked hand 
in time with his thrusts. 

“Yeah. Oh, fuck, I’m not going to last. You’re so tight 
and hot, so fucking incredible...” 

Mario was moaning aloud an accompaniment to 
Jordan’s litany—no words, just sheer pleasure vocalising 
itself. Without warning, he found the edge and plummeted 
over it, coming so suddenly, he had no idea he’d been so 
close until he was spilling over Jordan’s hand. Jordan 
paused in his thrusts, then picked up speed, hammering 
into him half a dozen times before freezing as he emptied 
himself into the condom, his cock pulsating against Mario’s 
passage. 

There was only the sound of their harsh breathing in 
tandem as Jordan braced himself partially atop Mario, who 
at first gladly accepted his weight. The import of what had 
just happened began to careen around in his head and, all 
at once, he had to get out from under Jordan. He panicked, 
began bucking back up against Jordan to try to get free. 

“Hold on...” Jordan slowly withdrew and Mario rolled 
away as soon as there was nothing but emptiness to be felt 
in his ass. He watched for a moment, mind whirling, as 
Jordan walked to the bathroom to dispose of the condom. 


What the fuck had just happened? 

He had to get out of there. Throwing on his jeans and 
shirt, not even bothering with shoes, he brushed past a 
startled Jordan on his way to the door. 

“Mario, what’s—?” 

“I need some air.” It wasn’t a lie. Mario was all but 
hyperventilating. He shrugged away from Jordan’s touch, 
feeling bad for causing the confusion and concern that had 
replaced the sated expression on Jordan’s face. But he had 
to get away just then. 

He could feel Jordan’s eyes on him as he strode down 
the hall, feeling sprung and sore, the twinge in his used ass 
unfamiliar and taunting. Not knowing what to think, or 
what to do, he pounded the elevator button several times, 
then changed his mind and hit the stairs instead, needing 
to get out from under that gaze—the same one that had 
seen Mario spread beneath him, begging for more—before 
another moment had passed. 

He knew that what he’d done tonight would change his 
life forever. 


Stunned at Mario’s hasty retreat, replaying the scene 
over and over, trying to figure out what had gone wrong, 
Jordan watched Mario disappear from view into the 
stairwell without moving from the door. The sound of 
another door made him remember that he was still naked 
and he hurriedly ducked back into their room and dressed, 
torn between going after Mario and giving him his space. 


He paced back and forth for a few minutes, then, 
stumbling over a cross-trainer, he realised that Mario didn’t 
even have shoes on. Which gave him a great excuse to go 
find him. He bypassed the sneakers and grabbed Mario’s 
sports sandals, then, making sure he had his phone and 
key, headed out of the room. 

His call to Mario went straight to voicemail. He hung 
up without leaving a message and descended the stairs in a 
hurry, though he couldn’t hear Mario below him anymore. 
When he reached the corridor near the lobby, he took a 
quick look around and didn’t see him anywhere. 

Starting to feel frustrated, he tried the phone again 
and this time left a message. “Hey, Mario. I’m...trying to 
find you to bring you your sandals. And I’m hoping that 
maybe you might want company for the air you’re getting. 
Give me a call. I’m in the lobby right now.” 

He walked outside, already knowing that he wouldn’t 
find Mario there, then realisation struck. Mario hadn’t gone 
outside—he’d headed straight for his friends. He tried to 
remember Derek and Luke’s room number, but couldn’t. 

Jordan hurried to the front desk and, though they 
wouldn’t tell him the number, they connected him by 
phone. It rang three times before Derek answered, “Hello?” 

“Derek? It’s Jordan. I’m looking for—” 

“He’s here. And he wants his stuff from your room. PrI 
meet you there in a few.” Derek hung up before Jordan 
could get another word in. 

“Fuck!” The desk clerk’s eyes widened and Jordan 
instantly felt bad. “Sorry. Bad news,” he lamely apologised 


then handed the phone back and took the elevator back to 
his floor. 

Derek was already waiting outside their room. “Look,” 
he said pre-emptively, “I’m not here to chat. I’m just getting 
Mario’s shit.” 

“But I don’t get what—” 

“Not my problem if you don’t know what you did 
wrong. All I know is, we have an early flight tomorrow and 
we all need some sleep, so if you don’t mind...” Derek 
gestured pointedly to the door. 

Conceding defeat for the time being, Jordan opened 
the door then helped Derek pack up Mario’s belongings. 

Derek paused before he left. “For what it’s worth, I 
think once Mario calms down, you’ll be hearing from him. 
But just give him some space. He feels things really 
strongly and now isn’t the time to discuss whatever’s got 
him worked up. Trust me.” 

As Jordan closed the door behind Derek, he tried to 
hold on to hope that he was right. 


Chapter Eight 


Mario fidgeted with his phone. Now that he was here, 
he could see all the potential problems with his grand plan. 
Jordan could be out of town. He could have a visitor. Hell, 
maybe he wasn’t even interested anymore. His messages 
and texts had tapered off over the past week. Maybe Mario 
had waited too long... 

He could see a car in his rear-view mirror and, though 
he couldn’t see the driver, the Charger turned into Jordan’s 
driveway. This was it. Mario took a deep breath and 
climbed out of his car, locking it before walking across the 
street to Jordan’s house. 

Jordan stood from his car and Mario could tell the 
moment he saw Mario—he went stock still, then removed 
his sunglasses. Disbelief and anger warred with pleasure 
and for a moment Mario’s heart stopped. Then a smile 
spread across Jordan’s face and he began walking towards 
Mario, who hurried to meet him, relieved beyond measure 
at the hopeful welcome. 

He was pulled against Jordan’s strong chest. “Just so 
you know, I’m still pissed you just took off like that. But I’m 
so damn glad to see you. And I’m sorry for whatever I did 
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Mario rushed to reassure him, “You didn’t do anything 
wrong. If anything, you did everything right.” He pressed a 
kiss to Jordan’s mouth briefly as a confused look creased 


Jordan’s brow. “I know I’m not making sense, but I hope 
you'll let me explain...” He waited on tenterhooks for 
Jordan’s smile to return...and wasn’t in limbo for long. 

Jordan guided him inside his house. It was small but 
neatly kept and, after following Jordan’s lead in removing 
his shoes by the door, Mario led the way to a comfortable 
looking couch, tugging Jordan down beside him. 

“Okay,” he rushed to start, “first of all, you didn’t do 
anything. It was me. The way I reacted...” He trailed off, 
trying to figure out what to say, even though he’d been 
rehearsing this practically since the moment he’d last seen 
Jordan two weeks ago. 

“I should probably lead off with something I should 
have told you from the start. I didn’t mean to keep it from 
you, there just never seemed to be a good time to Say it.” 

Jordan froze, his expression cooling, and Mario’s heart 
dropped. 

“I get it. You’re seeing someone. Or are you married?” 

Mario mentally smacked himself. Of course, that was 
what it had sounded like. “No! No, not at all.” He watched 
with relief as Jordan relaxed. 

“Then what is it?” 

“Tm... I’ve always been a top.” 

Comprehension followed by guilt flooded Jordan’s face. 

Mario hurried to continue, “Well, there was one time 
when I was very young and it didn’t go very well at all. Just 
the once. So when I met you and we first started getting to 
know one another, I realised you were a top as well and...” 


Jordan looked hurt and concerned. “You didn’t have to 
do that if you didn’t want to. Oh, God, I can’t believe you let 
me—” Jordan abruptly stood. “I’m so fucking sorry. We 
never even discussed it. I just assumed...” 

Mario stood too and wrapped his arms around Jordan, 
trying to stop his self-recrimination. “You didn’t do 
anything I didn’t want you to.” 

Jordan looked down at him sadly. “You obviously didn’t 
want it to happen. You took off like a shot afterwards and 
no wonder.” 

Time to confess. Mario stared at Jordan’s throat and 
took a breath to steel himself. “I ran away because... I... 
liked it. A lot.” 

Silence from Jordan. Mario peeked up at him but 
couldn’t read his expression. He pressed onward. “It was a 
revelation...an awakening, I suppose. I had no idea that sex 
could be that amazing. It never had been and... Well, it was 
because I was going about it from the wrong end...so to 
speak.” 

Jordan began to grin. “So you’re saying I flipped you 
from a top to a bottom and that freaked you out.” 

“Well...yes.” Taking note of Jordan’s smug, satisfied 
expression, he warned, “But don’t let it go to your head.” 

“Oh, it’s going to my head all right.” Jordan slid his 
hands down to cup Mario’s ass and pull him flush against 
him, before rotating the ridge of his erection against 
Mario’s pelvis. 

Mario began to move in tandem with him—then they 
were fumbling at their zippers, the heat between them as 


strong as ever. Once their cocks were out, Jordan took them 
both in hand and began pumping, their foreskins sliding 
and their glistening heads brushing against one another. 
Jordan spat in his palm, then continued to work them 
together as they thrust together and kissed, their tongues 
duelling in time with their movements. 

It was only minutes before Mario felt his climax racing 
down his spine to boil up from his balls. He came with a 
shout, followed soon by the pulsing heat of Jordan’s seed 
hitting his groin and mixing with his own. 

Jordan brought his hand up and their gazes held as 
they both took licks of their combined essence. Then he 
pulled Mario in for a long, tender kiss that told him in more 
than words what the future held for them. 

An awakening...and the beginning of forever. 
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Ride 'em Hard Cowboy by J.P. Bowie 


Sheriff Joel Harper was pissed, more than that really. 
He was madder than a hornet, and there was no one within 
a fifteen mile radius for him to vent his spleen on. Just as 
well his younger brother Toby wasn’t with him right now. 
The kid would most likely hear language never intended for 
his young ears. Who was he kidding? Toby could most likely 
match him curse for curse. 

He just couldn’t believe it. He was being sued—sued 
by a no good son-of-a-bitch who should be behind bars for 
his flagrant drug use, but who instead had got himself some 
city attorney and was suing Joel for kidnapping, assault and 
battery. 

“That lyin’ sack-o-shit,” Joel muttered under his breath 
still seething after reading the details of the suit in which 
Daniel Francis Hutchins, the plaintiff, had filed a complaint 
to the effect that while leaving a local tavern, he was 


attacked by an assailant he later recognised as Sheriff Joel 
Harper, taken to the Denton Sheriff’s Office where he had 
been summarily stripped naked, beaten, and handcuffed to 
the bars of his cell for several hours while being denied 
access to a toilet. Hutchins also claimed that the entire 
time he was subjected to this humiliation, Sheriff Joel 
Harper—who was not in uniform, and therefore Hutchins 
surmised him to be off duty—had taunted, slapped him 
around and generally debased him. 

“Bullshit,” Joel muttered again, gunning the engine of 
his Police Department issue SUV, and sliding back onto the 
road from the gravel shoulder where he’d pulled over to 
study what, in his mind, was the biggest pile of horse 
manure he’d ever read. As he sped down the road towards 
Denton, a small rural town about twenty miles outside 
Sacramento, he figured his next step would be to call the 
Attorney General’s office and find out how they were going 
to handle this. 

His main concern was that Danny Hutchins was the 
son of one of the wealthiest ranchers in the county, and no 
doubt his father, who had no love for the Denton Sheriff’s 
office, would use every ounce of influence he had to get Joel 
fired. Old man Hutchins just couldn’t let go of the fact that 
two years earlier, just after Joel had been elected Sheriff, 
Joel had arrested him for being drunk and disorderly and 
trying to beat up the manager of the Sizzlin’ Steak, one of 
Denton’s better restaurants. A night in the local jail cell to 
cool him off had only angered Hutchins more, swearing to 
‘get even’ as he left the following day. 


Joel hadn’t listened to Hutchins’ threats of reprisal 
then, nor would he let the deprecating letters Hutchins 
would demand the local paper publish on a regular basis, 
bother him. He didn’t doubt that this latest attempt to get 
him fired was instigated by Hutchins Senior. Joel figured he 
wasn’t above using his useless son as a means to an end. 

It galled Joel that Danny had turned out to be such a 
shiftless individual. He and Danny had gone to school 
together, had been friends briefly until Danny had got 
himself mixed up with a bunch of riff-raff Joel couldn’t 
stomach. He’d railed at Danny on several occasions that he 
was wasting his life, that with his talent for electronics and 
the fact he was a whizz with computers, he should be out 
there making a career for himself instead of getting wasted 
with a bunch of losers. But the last time they’d spoken, 
Danny had given him the finger and told him to go fuck 
himself. 

Despite all that, Joel would never have imagined 
Danny would sink this low. 


Roping His Man by Simone Anderson 


Colton Greenleaf pulled his Jeep Wrangler Safari to a 
stop in front of the sprawling two-story ranch house butted 
up against the setting sun and inhaled deeply. Rest and 
relaxation in the cool mountain air was just what the doctor 
ordered—or in this case, the Physician’s Assistant, Colton 
thought, smiling to himself. He planned to do just that for 


the next few weeks while he waited to hear if he got the job 
as a PA. in the trauma centre at the Medical Centre of 
Louisiana at New Orleans on the outskirts of the French 
Quarter. Graduating with a four-point-oh from Duke 
University’s Physician’s Assistant programme and high 
scores on the PANCE, the Physician’s Assistant National 
Certification Exam, in addition to his volunteer work, would 
hopefully help him secure the job. 

For now though, he had at least two full weeks of 
carefree idleness—something he hadn’t enjoyed since he 
started college almost seven years ago. The only thing that 
would make the next few weeks better would be getting 
laid, but that wasn’t about to happen when he was three 
hours from Casper, forty-five minutes to Cody and fifteen 
minutes to the small town of Buffalo Heart Springs, which 
boasted a human population of eighteen hundred and 
seventy-six, and a livestock population of easily five times 
that. 

“Evening, Colt,” a low male voice said, the sound was 
familiar and sent shivers through his body, straight to his 
cock. “Welcome home.” 

Damn. Of all the people he had to meet now. He should 
have realised that the man would be still here and 
wandering around. He willed his erection away and failed. 

“Hiya, Hawk. And it’s Colton.” He prayed he sounded 
calmer than he felt. The older man had been the source of 
most of Colton’s fantasies since Hawk had shown up on the 
ranch two weeks after his sixteenth birthday, slipping into 
Colton’s thoughts during classes and late night study 


sessions even when he was on the other side of the country. 
Colton had a feeling that he could be on the other side of 
Pluto and still be affected by the gorgeous man. “Thanks, 
it’s good to be here. Missed it.” Missed you. 

“Long drive?” Hawk asked, smiling though concern 
laced the older man’s voice. 

“Yes. Stayed at a hotel about an hour this side of 
Lincoln last night. Drove the last eleven or so hours today,” 
Colton replied, trying to replay the lectures, scenery, the 
women in his cohort, anything to soften his erection. It was 
a losing battle. Hawk’s voice thundered through his body 
and enveloped his cock, hardening it. Colt could only hope 
his parents weren’t home. He’d forgotten to call when he’d 
stopped in Shoshoni for gas and food to let them know he 
would be home tonight. 

Hawk raised an eyebrow. “You look beat, Colt, let me 
give you a hand.” 

“I was going to leave it until morning, but thanks.” 

“Go see your folks, I’ll start bringing it to your room,” 
Hawk suggested. 

“But—you—you don’t have to. I can get it. I just 
wanted to wait until morning when I could unpack and put 
things away,” Colton stammered. He hated it when the 
ranch hands tried to help him out, it made him feel weak 
and inferior. He was pretty sure they didn’t mean to, but it 
didn’t change anything. 

“If you don’t want your mom’s help in the morning, I 
suggest starting tonight,” Hawk replied, giving him a 
knowing smile. “I won’t even peek.” 


A Fistful of Emmett by Jambrea Jo Jones 


“I’m sorry Emmett, but we’re gonna hafta let ya go. I 
hate to do it. The bank ain’t givin’ us any options. They’re 
takin’ the place. Beth Anne and I'll give you a nice 
reference letter if ya need it. You’re a good worker. You 
should be on your feet in no time. You can stay here fer a 
while. At least until the auction.” 

Well didn’t that beat all? What the fuck was he 
supposed to do now? FBR Acres had been his home for 
goin’ on ten years. Fred hadn’t told him things had gotten 
that bad. 

“Is there anything I can do?” Emmett took his hat off 
and ran a hand through his hair. He was uncomfortable 
about money talk as it was, but this was the only family he 
had and he’d do anything for them. 

“It’s too late. We just can’t do it anymore. We’re gonna 
retire down Florida way. The kids are puttin’ us up for a 
bit.” 

“Shit, Fred. You should have told me. I would have 
helped.” He hit his hat against his leg to get rid of some of 
the dust, and put it back on his head. 

“Couldn’t let ya do that, Em. Even with your help, we 
would have gone under and we weren’t takin’ ya with us. 
Things just ain’t what they used to be,” Fred lamented. 

“When's the auction?” 


“We got two weeks to get everything ready. We ain’t 
takin’ much with us. The bank is takin’ the rest. Lock, stock 
and barrel. We get to keep the vehicles and of course the 
personal items. Red is yours free and clear. Also have a 
little cash set aside as your last payment. We worked it out 
the other night. I hate that I have to do this, Em.” Fred 
frowned and squinted—a sure sign he was upset with the 
way things had gone down. Emmett had seen that look a 
time or two over the years. 

“Not your fault. Like ya said, I’ll get back on my feet in 
no time. I have chores to get done and should finish 
working on the tractor so it’s ready for next week. I assume 
that goes in with the auction.” 

“Yep.” Fred looked down at his feet. 

“Thanks for Red. I appreciate it. And don’t worry so 
much. In two weeks, you’ll be seeing your grandbabies and 
living a life of leisure. You deserve it.” Em gave Fred a slap 
on the back and left for his day of chores. 

Just because life was going to hell didn’t mean he 
could let the chores go. He’d worry about what to do later. 
Not like he had a lot to pack anyway. His life didn’t lead to 
much in the way of personal items and he never really went 
anywhere. The ranch was his home. His day consisted of 
getting up, working and going to bed, with the occasional 
trip to Austin for a quick lay. He loved the ranch life or he 
wouldn’t still be here. It was all he knew. 

Fred and Beth Anne had helped his momma raise him. 
Summers had been the best because he got to spend them 
at the ranch. Sure, it was work, but he loved the animals 


and he loved feeling needed. When his momma died, he’d 
moved in full time to help out and he’d never looked back. 
Now he would have to leave. 


Sing for Your Supper by Jaime Samms 


According to my map, there should have been a town 
here. I’d passed a closed gas station five minutes back, and 
a general store with a curling, paper “out to lunch” sign 
taped to the window. The crumbling, yellowed tape holding 
it in place looked like it hadn’t been taken down in months. 
The doors had been locked up tight. 

I glanced at my gas gauge and felt the tension in the 
back of my neck crawl up towards that spot behind my left 
eye. I made a point of rolling my shoulders over in a useless 
attempt to ease the stress. The old Jeep I was driving 
wasn’t exactly a stellar gas saver, and the needle edged 
towards the big red ‘E’ awfully fast. I didn’t have to look in 
my wallet to know filling the tank was going to be 
problematic. 

“Where the hell is ‘Redcliff’?” I glanced again at the 
map lying on the seat beside me. There was a tiny black dot 
about the point on the map I was driving through, but the 
gas station and store seemed to have been plunked down in 
the middle of nowhere, like tornado casualties deposited on 
the side of the road. 

I rubbed a hand through my hair, trying to ignore the 
tightening in my gut. The gas tank wasn’t the only tank 


needing refilling. I was going to have to find a place to stop 
soon then make the decision—feed myself or fill the tank. I 
wasn’t going to be able to do both. 

And it was Pete’s fault. Bastard. He was supposed to 
be my brother, was supposed to look out for me, not be the 
one holding me down... 

Don’t. Don’t remember. 

I still fell asleep with that image of the red-hot metal 
coming at me, Pete’s hands vice-like around my upper 
arms, Luke Driscoll’s leering face. I couldn’t remember 
what they’d been babbling about. The branding iron 
seeking my flesh, and the nasty taste of Luke’s spunk still 
in my mouth, had been about all I could focus on at the 
time. 

“Fuck.” 

Just the memory made my hands shake. Sweat trickled 
down my back and under the waist band of my jeans. Luke 
had been the one to lure me into that trap, swaying his 
tight ass and offering... 

“Shithead.” 

The highway blurred before me. It took a minute to 
clear my vision enough to reveal I was on the wrong side of 
the tarmac. I eased back to my own side of the road. 

The guy had been my friend. Or so I’d thought. He’d 
certainly acted the part for months, and had no 
compunction about shoving his dick down my throat. In 
fact, he’d acted like it was us against the narrow-minded 
idiots I called family. But no. None of it had meant 


anything. He’d been bait. Willing bait, eager to take any 
opportunity I’d offer to get off, but bait, just the same. 
“Fucker.” 
I yanked on the wheel, veering off the highway onto 
the shoulder. Six months, and I couldn’t get the asshole’s 
betrayal out of my head. Couldn’t think past it. 


Jack's Way by Em Woods 


“Benjamin.” Joan’s urgent whisper scarcely made it 
out of the little black box on his desk. 

He closed his eyes, wishing for the thousandth time 
that working for a high profile architecture firm in New 
Hampshire meant he could escape the big city drama. 
Setting his pencil down on his drafting table, he slid off his 
stool and pressed the two-way. “Yes?” 

“Christian’s here.” 

A loud crash from somewhere down the hall 
punctuated her statement. Ben’s eyes narrowed as he 
stared at his closed door. “That’s not possible. He’s still in 
treatment.” 

“He’s in treatment, all right, but it isn’t the one where 
you get any kind of help.” 

He blinked at the intercom, mute. 

“Ben?” She was louder this time, more worried. 

“What are you talking about?” 

“For God’s sake. He’s drunk.” A second bang came 
from just outside his door at Joan’s desk. The line went 


dead. 

Then, he didn’t need the open line to hear what his 
assistant was saying to his ex-lover. “You nutcase! Look 
what you just did to my desk.” 

“Where’s Ben?” Christian’s drunken slur carried 
through the closed door. 

“He’s not here. Take your fool self home before I call 
the police.” She was like a mother hen, all gossip and 
ruffled feathers. But don’t be the idiot who crossed her. 
She’d peck your eyes out. 

“His car’s in the lot. I know he’s around.” 

He didn’t want Joan caught in the middle of this. One 
thing had been consistent in his relationship with Christian 
—his ex was violent when he drank. Things usually ended 
in a nasty brawl because Ben wasn’t the pushover his ex 
liked to think he was. He had known after only two months 
of dating he wanted out. 

It had taken another four to get it done. 

When Christian had agreed to in-clinic therapy after 
yet another vicious argument, Ben had used the 
opportunity to make a clean break. That had been three 
months ago. He’d finally started to relax. Six months was a 
short-term relationship, after all, and Christian hadn’t so 
much as called. 

Until now. 

Ben was gripping the doorknob before he realised he’d 
even moved. He took one more deep breath before opening 
the door to take in the scene. 


Joan’s back was to Ben and Christian wobbled on weak 
legs in front of her, poking her in the shoulder. He leaned 
in, momentarily losing his balance before catching himself 
on her arm. “Where’s he at?” 

“Right here.” Ben leaned against the door jam, crossed 
one foot over the other. He cocked his head to the side. 
“What do you want, Christian?” 

“You left me.” 

“Three months ago.” Ben clenched his teeth. He hadn’t 
planned to officially out himself at work, but with half the 
office staff gawking from the hall, there was nothing he 
could do now. Damn it. 


Straight Cowboy by Jan Irving 


He knew just how it would feel sliding in, the tight 
heat clamping around him so his eyes would shut. He’d dig 
his fingers into the man beneath him, buried so deep in 
Matt James, a shade of heaven as blinding as the noon day 
sun overhead. 

Joshua Ryan’s eyes saucered at the forbidden thought 
and he nearly choked on his coffee, which was bitter and 
grainy in his tin cup, leaving a residue that his 
Grandmother Ruth could probably have read like tea 
leaves. 

He rubbed his forehead, thinking maybe he was having 
a weird flashback to his summer job last year. It was just 
that he hadn’t had sex with anyone since then, it wasn’t 


that he was craving being with another man. Despite the 
stint as the ‘straight cowboy’ in gay amateur porn he’d 
done to make some quick cash, he wasn’t gay and no one 
knew, thank fuck, that he’d ever done them. They’d just 
shot his body and the back of his head during a few orgy 
scenes. 

Who knew him well enough to identify him just from 
that? 

“Josh, man... What’s with him?” Tupper nudged him so 
that Josh put his cards down. He hadn’t wanted to play 
poker with the hands of the Triple M, but when he and his 
guest had found them already ensconced at the watering 
hole, he figured it was best to be friendly while they had 
some lunch and gave their horses a break. “City boy too 
good to hang out with us?” 

He looked over at Matt, a solitary figure leaning 
against a pine tree at the edge of the campsite, arms 
crossed as he looked down the ridge towards the waving 
tall grass in the prairie below. Matt was slender, about four 
inches shorter than Josh with glossy brown hair. His eyes 
were a chocolate almost the same colour as his pupils. 

Josh dragged his gaze away from Matt and raised his 
eyebrows at Tupper, a man in his mid-forties with reddened 
green eyes and salt and pepper short hair who was in 
charge of the hands riding fences on the border between 
their land and the national park. 

He debated for a second but then decided to just be 
honest. Matt hadn’t seemed the type of guy who was into 
bullshit. “He’s deaf, Tupper.” 


Tupper blinked and more of his hands glanced over at 
Matt. 

Matt’s expression hadn’t changed but there was a 
subtle tension to his posture now that Josh picked up on. 

“Deaf? What the fuck is he doing out here then?” 
Tupper asked. 

“He’s up here to photograph and write about the lost 
horses of Chaos Valley,” Josh said. 

“Huh, those mustangs are a damned nuisance. Should 
shoot them all,” Tupper growled. “But I say again, why is 
he here? I mean, if he can’t hear anything...” 

That wasn’t completely true since Matt had tersely 
informed Josh the morning they set out on their trail ride 
that he had an implant, but Josh wasn’t familiar enough 
with the technology to know how much Matt might pick up. 

“He’s got me,” Josh said flatly. 

A couple of the hands snickered and Josh threw in his 
cards, having had enough. 

“So you’re his hearing loss dog or something, Josh? 
Geez, you boys down at Western Trail Rides must be hard 
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up. 

“TIl see you guys,” Josh muttered. He shoved his blond 
hair back off his forehead and replaced his dusty cowboy 
hat, thinking Tupper was right about one thing—Josh was 
hard up. He’d barely slept last night, restless in his bedroll. 
It made for one cranky cowboy come morning. Shit, when 
he finished this trip, he was going to visit Diana this time. 
She’d made it clear she was available. 
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